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PEEFACE. 

The tale now presented to the indulgence of the public 
is the second of a series of tales, each complete in itself, 
which, as stated in the preface to the first of the series, 
have been told to the senior boys of a large school, in 
order to secure their interest in historical characters, 
and to illustrate great epochs in human affairs by the 
aid of fiction. 

Yet the Author has distinctly felt that fiction must 
always, in such cases, be subordinate to truth, and that 
it is only legitimately used as a vehicle of instruction 
when it fills up the gaps in the outline, without contra- 
dicting them in any respect, or interfering with their 
due order and sequence. 

Therefore he has attempted in every instance to 
consult such original authorities as lay within his 
reach, and has done his best to present an honest 
picture of the times. 

The period selected on the present occasion is full 
of the deepest interest. The English and the Danish 
invaders of their soil were struggling desperately for 
the possession of England — a struggle aggravated by 
religious bitterness, and by the sanguinary nature of 
the Danish creed. 

The reign of Etbeiied the UnreaAy, Itotcl \>i^ ^Ji.- 
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cession, after the murder of his innocent brother, until 
the scene depicted in the nineteenth chapter of the tale 
was a tragedy ever deepening. Its details wiU seem dark 
enough as read herein, but how utterly dark they were 
can only be appreciated by those who study the con- 
temporary annals. Many facts therein given have been 
rejected by the Author as too harrowing in their nature ; 
and he has preferred to render the contemplation of 
woe and suffering less painful, by a display of those 
virtues of patience, resignation, and brave submission 
to the Divine wiU, which affliction never fails to bring 
out in the fold of Christ, whose promise stands ever 
fast, that the strength of His people shall be equal 
to their needs. 

With the death of the unhappy king, and the 
accession of his brave but imfortimate son, the whole 
character of the history changes. Englishmen are 
henceforth at least a match for their oppressors, and 
the result of the long contest is the conversion of their 
foes to Christianity, their king setting the example, 
and the union of the two races — ^not the submission 
of one to the other. The Danish element had been 
received into the English nation to join in moulding 
the future national character — ^to add its own special 
virtues to the typical Englishman of the future. One 
more rude shock had yet to be sustained before the 
alloy of foreign blood was complete — the Norman Con- 
quest. This is the subject of the Third Story of ^scen- 
dune, which has yet to be written. 

One character in the tale has always puzzled his- 
torians — a character, so far as the author knows, abso- 
luteljr without redeeming trait — ^Ediic Stxeom. It is 
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well said that no man is utterly bad^ and perhaps he 
possessed domestic virtues which were thought un- 
worthy of the attention of the chroniclers ; but as they 
picture him — now prompting Ethebed to deeds of 
treachery against the Danes, now joining those Danes 
themselves, and surpassing them in cruelty — ^now seek- 
ing pretended teconciliation, only to betray his foe. 
more surely, and in all this aided and supported by 
the weak, xmprincipled king — as thus pictured there is 
scarcely a blacker character in history. 

But more incomprehensible than the existence of 
so bad a man in such a dark age is the renewed con- 
fidence ever accorded him, when, after more than once 
betraying the armies of his country into the hands of 
their foes, and fighting openly in the hostile cause, he 
is again forgiven, nay, received into favour, and sent 
once more to command the men he has already de- 
ceived, untU he repeats the experiment, and when it 
fails is again admitted into confidence. 

To some extent the Author has endeavoured to 
find possible solutions of the mystery, but mystery it 
wiU remain until the day when aU secrets are known. 

The death of this unhappy man is taken, in all its 
main details, from a comparison of the chroniclers, aa 
are also all the chief historical events herein noted. 

An objection has been raised to the modem ifng- 
lish in which the Author has made his characters speak. 
He can only say in reply that the Anglo-Saxon in 
which they really expressed themselves would be un- 
intelligible to all but the few who have made the study 
of our ancient tongue their pursuit — fai mot^ -vsaiYQ^- 
Hgihle to those of ordinary education tti'Mi \a&a. ^'t 
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French. Therefore it would be mere affectation to 
copy the later orthography of Chaucer, or to interlard 
one's sentences with obsolete words. The only course 
seems to be a fair translation of the vernacular of the 
period of the tale into our own everyday English. The 
Author anticipated this objection in the preface to his 
earlier volume. He repeats his answer for those who 
may not have seen the former book. A similar rule 
has guided him in the orthography of proper names ; 
he has used the customary Latinised forms. 

In his descriptions of Dorchester and Abingdon he 
has been aided by the kind information received from 
the present vicar of the magnificent Abbey Church, 
still existing in the former ancient town, and by the 
extensive information contained in the Chronicle of the 
Abbey of Abingdon, edited by the Eev. Joseph Steven- 
son, M.A. He has also to express his obligations to 
his friend Mr. Charles Walker, editor of the '' Liturgy 
of the Church of Sarum," for valuable assistance in 
monastic lore. 

The moral aim of the tale has been to depict the 
mental difficulties which our heathen forefathers had 
severally to encounter ere they could embrace Chris- 
tianity — difficulties chiefly arising from the inconsist- 
encies of Christians — and to set forth the example of 
one who, having found the '^ pearl of great price," sold 
all he had and bought it, forsaking all that could ap- 
peal to the imagination of a warlike youth — '^ choosing 
rather to suffer afl^ction with the people of God, than 
to enjoy the pleasures of sin for a season." 

Yet his Christianity, like that of all other charac- 
tera in the tale, ia that of theii age, iio\. ol o>m^, ^sid 
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men will differ as to its comparative merits. " Unto 
whomsoever much is given, of him shall much be 
requireA'* 

The author dedicates this tale to his brother, en- 
gaged, like himself, in that most responsible task, the 
education of youth, in memory of those happy days 
when they pored together in rapturous delight over old 
legend or romantic lore in their father's home at that 
very CliiBfton (now Clifton Hampden) familiar to 
hearers or readers of the tale as the home of Herstan, 
and the scene of the heroic defence of the English 
dwelling against the Danes. It wiU be a great reward 
for the Author^s toil should this little volume similarly 
gladden many firesides during the approaching Christ- 
mas, and perhaps cause some to thank God for the 
contrast between the Christmas of 1007 and that of 
1874. 

A.D. C. 

All SAnrrs' School, Bloxhaic, 
AdMinJL^ 1874. 
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CHAPTEK I. 

THE DIART OF FATHER CUTHBERT. 
AU Saints' Day, 1002. 

Inasmuch as I, Cathbert, hy the long-suffering of the 
Divine goodness, am prior of the Benedictine house of S. 
WilMd at j^scendune, it seems in some sort mj duty, fol- 
lowing the example of many worthy brethren, to write 
some account of the origin and history of the priory over 
which it has pleased God to make me overseer, and to note, 
as occasion serves from time to time, such passing events as 
seem worthy of remembrance ; which record, deposited in 
the archives of the house, may preserve our memory when 
our bodies are but dust, and other brethren fill our places 
in the choir. Perhaps each generation thinks the events 
which happen in its own day more remarkable than any 
which have preceded, and that its own period is the crisis 
of the fate of Church or State. Yet surely no records of 
the past, extant, tell us of such dark threatening clouds as 
hang over the reahn of England at this time, when the 
thousandth year since our blessed Lord's nativity having 
passed, we seem to be entering on those awful plagues which 
the Apocalypse tells us must precede the consummation of 
all things. 

But we who trust in the Lord have a strong tower 
wherein to hide, and we know of a land where there is no 
darkness or shadow of death ; therefore we will not fear 
though the earth be moved, and the hills be carried into the 
midst of the sea. 

Tbh bouse ofS. WUfnd was founded \)y Offa,TV\^Tifc ol 
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.^cendune, in the year of the Lord 938, and completed by 
his son and successor Ella, who was treacherously murdered 
by his nephew Eagnar, and lies buried within these sacred 
walls. The first prior was Father Cuthbert, my godfather, 
after whom I was named. He was appointed by Dunstan, 
just then on the point of leaving England to escape the rage 
of the wicked and unhappy Edwy, and continued to exercise 
the authority until the year 975, the year in which our 
lamented king, Edgar the Magnanimous, departed to his 
heavenly rest, with whose decease peace and prosperity 
seemed likewise to depart. 

Father Godric succeeded him, under whose paternal 
rule we enjoyed peace for ten years. Truly the memory of 
the just is blessed. He died in 985, and then was I chosen 
by the votes of the chapter to be their prior, and my elec- 
tion was confirmed by the holy Dunstan, who himself 
admitted me to mine office. 

And truly the lines have fallen unto me in pleasant 
places, dark although — as I have said — the times are. The 
priory lies on the banks of the glorious Avon, where the 
forests come nearly down to its banks. Above us rises a 
noble hill, crowned with the oak and the beech, beneath 
whose shade many a deer and boar repose, and their flesh, 
when brought thither to gladden our festivals, is indeed 
toothsome and savoury. 

Our buildings are chiefly of wood, although the founda- 
tions are of stone. The great hall is floored and lined with 
oak, while the chapel — ^the Priory Church the people call 
it — excels for limning and gilding, as well as for the beauty 
of its tapestry, any church in this part of Mercia. Our 
richest altar-cloth is made of the purple robe which King 
Edgar wore at his consecration, and which he sent to the 
thane Alfred of .^Escendune for the Priory Church as a 
token of the respect and favour he bore him. And also he 
gave a veQ of gold embroidery which representeth the 
destruction of Troy. It is hung upon great days over the 
dAis at the high table of the hsAi. 
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The monastery is well endowed with lands hy the 
liberality of its first founder, as appears in the deeds pre- 
served in our great muniment chest. We have ten hides 
of woodland^ wherein none may cut wood save for our 
use in the winter ; five hides of arable land, and the same 
extent of pasturage for cattle. Now for the care of the 
culture thereof we have a hundred serfs attached to the 
glebe, who, we trust, do not find us unkind lords. 

lliere are twenty brethren who have taken the final 
vows according to the rule of S. Benedict, and ten novices, 
besides six lay brethren, and other our chief servitors. 
We keep the monastic hours, duly rising at daybreak to 
sing our lauds, and lying down after compline, with the 
peace and blessing of Him who alone maketh us dwell in 
safety. 

Our daily work is not light. We preach on Sundays and 
festivals in the priory churcL We visit the sick. We 
instruct the youth in the elements of Christian doctrine. 
We superintend the labours of those who till the soil We 
copy the sacred writings. In short, we have a great deal to 
do, and I fear do it very imperfectly sometimes. 

I will add a few words only about myself. I am the 
third son of Alfred,* thane of ./Escendune, and his wife 
the Lady Alftrude of Eoll-ricL Elfric, my eldest brother, 
died young. Elfwyn is now thane, and I, the third boy, 
was given to the Church, for which I had ever felt a voca- 
tion, perhaps from my love to my godfather. We only 
had one sister. Bertha, and she has married the Thane 
Herstan of Cliffton, near Dorchester, the seat of our good 
bishop .ZBlfhelm, and the shrine of holy Birinus. 

My father and mother both sleep the sleep of the just. 
They lived to see their children happy and prosperous, and 
then departed amidst the lamentations of all who had 
known and loved them. Taken from the evil to come, 
we cannot mourn them, nor would we call them back, 
although we sorelj iinsBed. their loved {ormig. TVve^ n?^^ 
*8ee Note A. — Genealogy of iBscendime. 
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full of years, yet age had not dimmed their faculties. My 
father died in the year 998, my mother the following 
year. They rest by the side of their ancestors in the 
priory church. 

My brother Elfwyn married Hilda, the daughter of 
Ceolfric, a Thane of Wessex, in the year 985. He has 
two children — Bertric, a fine lad of twelve, and as good as 
he is manly, and Ethelgiva, a merry girl of ten. His 
household is well-ordered and happy — nurtured in the 
admonition of the Lord. 

For myself, I have had many oflFers of promotion in the 
brotherhood of S. Benedict, but have refused them. I was 
once offered the high office of abbot in one of our great 
Benedictine houses, but I wished to be near my own people 
and my father's house, and here I trust I shall stay till I 
seek a continuing city, whose builder and maker is God. 

And now a little about the state of the country round 
us. In this neighbourhood we have as yet been preserved 
from the evils of war, but for many years past the Danes, 
those evil men, have renewed their inroads, as they used 
to make them before the great King Alfred pacified the 
country. They began again in the year 980, and, with but 
slight intermission, have continued year by year. The 
awful prophecy which God forced from the lips of Dun- 
stan, at the coronation of our most unhappy king, has been 
too sadly fulfilled. Ah me ! I fear the curse of the saints 
is upon him.* When the holy bishop departed this life, I 
was one of the few who stood round his bed, and as he 
foretold of the evil to come, he bade us all bear our portion 
manfully, for the time, he said, would be short in which to 
endure, and the eternal crown secure. 

Many of those to whom he spoke have since died the 
martyr's or the patriot's death, but as yet no evil has 
reached us at -^cendune, although many parts of Wessex, 
nay, all the sea-coast, and the banks of the great rivers', 
have been wasted with fire and sword, and the money 
* Note B. — The Curse of Dmiatasi a\. "EiOa!^«a:% ^otoMieissti. 



FATHER CUTHBERTS DIARY. 5 

which has been given the barbarians has been worse than 
wasted, for they only come for more. 

Our armies seem led by traitors ; oar councils, sad to 
say, by fools. Nothing prospers, and thon^tless people 
say the saints are asleep. Every day we say the petition 
in our Litany, '' That it would please Thee to abate the 
cruelty of our pagan enemies, and to turn their hearts ; we 
beseech Thee to hear us, good Lord," and we must wait EUs 
tune, and pray for strength to submit to His wilL 

Around the priory live the serfs, the theows, and ceoris of 
the estate, each in his own little cottage, save the domestics, 
who live at the Hall, which is only half-a-mile distant 

On Sundays and Saints' days they all assemble in our 
minster churcL It was full this day at the high mass, and 
I preached them a homily upon the Saints, great part of 
which I took from a sermon I once heard the holy Dun- 
Stan preach. And he showed us how saints did not live 
idle lives on this earth, but always went about, like their 
Lord and Master, doing good, and that through much tri- 
bulation they entered the eternal kingdom, which also bids 
fair to be our lot now-a-days, althou^ we be all miserable 
sinners, and not samts. 

Ah ! how I thought of the dear ones we have lost when 
the Gk)spel was read at mass, about the great multitude 
which no man could number, and I almost seemed as if I 
could see father, mother, and Elfric there. I would not 
wish them back ; yet my heart is very lonely sometimes. 
I wonder whether they remember now that it is All Saints' 
Day, and that we are thinking of them. Yes, I am sure 
they mvjsi do so. 

There have been few troubles from the Danes, close at 
hand; so few that they seem trivial in comparison with 
those our countrymen suffer elsewhere. Still we have many 
of the pagans living as settlers in our neighbourhood^ whose 
presence is tolers^ for fear of the TepiifisAs 'w\)i<(^ tc^^d^> 
follow smy acta of hostility against them. EjSV oiifc "Om^ 
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the pe(^le say, and a handled oome to his fiomeraL Many 
of these settlers have aoqoired thdr lands peaceably, hat 
others by the strong arms of their ancestors in periods 
of ancient strife; and these hare been allowed to keep 
their possessions for generations, so that if they ^d not 
retain their heathen customs we might forget tliey were 
not Englishmen. 

One of these lives near as. His name is Anla£ Some 
say he boasts of being a descendant of that Anlaf who once 
ravaged England, and was defeated at BronanborgL He 
married an English girl, whose heart, they say, he broke 
by his cruelty. They had one child, Alfgar by name. 

The mother died a Christian. Taking my life in my 
hands, I penetrated their fortalice, and admmistered the 
last sacrament to her; but they threatened my life for 
entering their domains, and, perhaps, had I been but a 
simple priest, and not also, small boast as it is, the son of 
a poweriul English thane, whom they feared to offend, I 
had died in doing my duty. When the poor girl was 
dying she committed the boy as well as she could to my 
care, begging me to see that he was baptized; but the 
father has prevented me from carrying out her wishes, 
asserting that he would sooner slay the lad. 

But it seems as if the boy retained some traces of his 
mother's faith ; over and over again I have seen him hiding 
in some remote comer of the church during service time, 
but he has always shrunk away when any of the brethren 
attempted to speak to him. 

I am sure he wishes to be a Christian. 

I may, perhaps, find a chance of speaking to him, 
and a few words may reach his heart. He knows my 
brother's family, and has once or twice joined them in 
expeditions in the woods, and even entered their gates. 
His must be a lonely life at home ; there are no other chil- 
dren, but from time to time hoary warriors, upon whose 
bovHb lies, I fear, the guilt of much innocent blood, find a 
home there. 
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November 2d, — ^This momingwe said the oflioe and 
for the dead, as usual on All Sools' Daj. Mj brother 
ElfvTjn and his children were, of coarse, present. That 
boy, Bertric, with all his boyish s^Mrit and bng^itnesB, is Teiy 
pious. It was a sight which I thought mi^it ^adden their 
guardian angels to see him and his sister kneeling with 
clasped hands at their uncle ElMc's tomb, and when ser- 
vice was over, they made me tell them the old old story 
about the first ElMc, the brother of my fiither, and how 
my father rescued him when the old castle was burnt.* 

When I had told them the story, I saw my brother 
was anxious to say a few words to me. 

'^ Cuthbert," he said, **■ have you seen the young Dane, 
Alfgar, lately?" 

"^ Not very long since," I replied ; ^ he was at mass 
yesterday." 

'^ Because I believe the lad longs to be a Christian, bat 
does not dare speak to any one.** 

" He fears his stem father." 

'' Yes, Anlaf might slay him if he was to be baptized ; 
yet baptized I am sure he will be, sooner or later." 

''Does the boy love his father, I wonder?" said I, 
musingly. 

^ Doubtless ; it would be unnatural did he not ; but 
perhaps he loves the memory of his mother yet more. We 
both knew her, Cuthbert" 

''Yes, when she was a bright-hearted merry village 
maiden. Poor Kyneswith !" 

" For her sake, then, let us both try to do something 
for the boy." 

" With all my heart I will seek an opportunity of 
speaking to him ; perhaps he may unburden his mind." 

" Have you seen Edric the sheriff?" asked Elfwyn. 

" Not lately. Has he been here ? " 

" He has, and there was something in connection with his 
visit which troubled me. He had been teUing me ioft ^ Vsck% 

*8ee "First CbromcSB of iEflcendnne." 
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time about the cruelties and insolence of the Danes, when 
he added, m a marked manner, that they might go too far, 
for hundreds of their countrymen, like Anlaf here, were 
living unprotected amongst us." 

" What could he mean ]" 

" I understood him to hint that we might revenge our- 
selves upon them, and replied that whatever their country- 
men might be guilty of, our neighbours would, of course, 
always be safe amongst Christians." 

" What did he reply % " 

" He changed the subject." 

Elfwyn said no more, but bade me good-bye and re- 
turned to the castle ; still I saw that he was a little dis- 
composed by the sheriff's words. I don't like that sheriff ; 
he is a cruel and a crafty man ; but I daresay his words 
were only the expression of a passing thought. 



CHAPTER IL 

''ALF6AR, SON OF ANLAF. 



*f 



Sunday, November &h. — ^To-day I noticed Alfgar, the son of 
Anlaf, at the high mass, and felt a little discomposed at the 
relaxation of discipline, which, contrary to the canons of 
the church, permits the unbaptized, as well as persons who 
ought rightly to be deemed excommunicate, or at least 
penitents, to be present at the holy mysteries. 

But it is not this poor boy's fault that he is not a Chris- 
tian, for I have seen him, and learned for a certainty the 
real state of his mind. 

The way in which it came about was this. I marked 
that after service he entered the woods, as if he shunned 
the society of his fellow-worshippers, and there I followed 
him, coming upon him at last, as if by accident, in a chestnut 
glade, the leaves of which strewed the ground — emblem of 
our fading mortality. 

He started as he saw me, and at first looked as if he 
were inclined to fly my presence, but I gently addressed 
him. 

'' Dominus vobiscum, my son," I said. '' I am pleased 
to see you sometimes at the minster church.*' 

** I did not know I was noticed amongst so many/' he 
replied. 

" You mean," my boy, " that you would sooner your 
presence were not observed. I can guess your reason too 
weU." 

He looked bo sad, that I was sorry I liad «^^c^«a ^^ft- 
cipitately, and a deep red blush suffused \nft daiV cttVfiCL- 
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tenance. He has a most attractive face — so thoughtful, yet 
so manly; his mother's gentle lineaments seem to have 
tempered tlie somewhat fierce and haughty bearing of his sire, 
as they meet in the countenance of their child. 

My sympathy became so deep that I could not restrain 
myself, and spoke out, — 

" My boy, will you not confide your troubles to me, for 
your dear mother's sake ] Do you not remember how she 
commended you to my care 1 And never have I forgotten 
to pray daily that her God may be your God also." 

At the mention of his mother the tears filled his eyes. 
We were sitting together on the trunk of a fallen tree, and 
he covered lus face with his hands, but I could see that the 
tears forced their way between the fingers, and that he 
was sobbing violently. He is only as yet a mere boy, and 
such emotion is excusable. 

At last he looked up. '' I long to be a Christian like 
her," he said ; " over and over again she taught me, during 
her last days on earth, of the Christ she loved, and who, 
she said, was ever near her. I have heard all about the 
faith she loved, yet I am an outcast from it. What can I 
do % — ^my father will not let me be baptized, and I dare not 
oppose his will ; yet I sometimes think I ought to chance 
^, and to die, if death should be the penalty." 

" Die 1 You do not surely think he would slay you V^ 

" I know he would." 

" In that case, my child, your duty seems plain : your 
Lord calls you to give Him your love, your obedience, and 
to seek refuge in the fold of His church." 

" Ought I to leave my father 1" 

I felt very much puzzled indeed what to say. I could 
have no doubt as to the lad's duty ; but then his father was 
his natural guardian, and in all things, save the plain duty 
of professing Christ, had a claim to his obedience. 

" I think," I said at last, " my Alfgar, that when he 

knew you were determined to be a Christian he would 

oppose jron no longer ; that is,\i ^ou ^et^ oTtfi^\i^\I>afti^\NA 
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would tolerate a Cluistian son as he once did a Christian 
wife." 

" He broke her heart." 

" At all events I think that you should delay no longer, 
but should seek instruction and baptism, which we will 
afford you ; and then, unless you really feel life is in danger, 
you should return to him and try to bear your lot ; it may 
not be so hard as you think." 

'^ I am not afraid of death ; but he is my father, and 
from Im hands it would be hard." 

" He hates Christianity grievously then?" 

" He says it is the religion of cowards and hypocrites ; 
that it forms a plea for cowardice when men dare not be 
men, and is thrown aside fast enough when they have their 
foes in their power." 

Alas ! I could but feel how much reason the ill lives 
of Christians had given him to form this opinion, and of 
the curse pronounced upon those who shall put a stumbling- 
block in their brother's way. The conversation of the 
Sheriff, Edric Streom, rose up in my mind as an apt illus- 
tration of Anlaf s words. 

" My boy," I said, " there is nothing perfect on earth. 
In tlie visible church the evil is mingled with the good. Yet 
the church is the fold of the Good Shepherd, and there is 
salvation therein for all who love and serve their Lord, and 
strive humbly to follow His example, and those of His 
blessed Saints." 

" May I think over all you have said, and meet you next 
Sunday 1 You will be here, will you not 1 " And he looked 
imploringly in my face. Poor boy! my heart bled for 
hisL 

So we parted, and he went home. 

Friday^ November l\th, — ^I feel thoroughly uneasy and 
anxious about the sheriffs proceedings. He has been about 
the neighbourhood to-day, and seems to \iave \>ftftu \i"!iSKfflk% 
secretly ^th all the black sheep of my ftoc^L -, XJaasiK. ^^^^ 
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I do not think there are many. What they can be going 
to do, or what plot they are hatching, I cannot discover, 
only I fear that it is some design for vengeance upon the 
Danes — some dark treachery plotted against those in our 
midst ; and, if such is the case, I can but feel uneasy for 
poor Alfgar. I wish the lad would leave his home, if but 
for a short time, until the signs are less threatening ; but 
he would not forsake his father in danger, and I ought 
hardly to wish it. 

>Sf. Brice^s Day, Sunday, Noverriber 13th, — ^This has been 
a harassing and eventfiil day. Early in the morning, before 
the high mass, whereat the neighbourhood is generally 
present, I received a missive from the sheriflF, bidding me, 
in the name of the Eong, to exhort my people to remain at 
home to-night, since danger is afoot, and there is likely, he 
says, to be a rising on the part of the pagans who dweU 
amongst us. Why, they are but one in five in this neigh- 
bourhood ; hardly that. I determined to give the message 
in my own way, for I could not keep silent, lest, through 
fault of mine, any of my sheep should perish. So I preached 
upon the Saint of the day, who was pre-eminently a 
man of peace, and I took occasion to tell my people that 
there were many hurtful men about, who, like their master, 
Satan, were seeking whom they might devour, and that> 
like that master, they chose the night for their misdeeds, 
seeing they loved darkness rather than light So I said I 
hoped every good Christian would keep at home, and go to 
bed early. 

At this point I observed a sarcastic smile upon many 
faces, notably on those of the black sheep aforesaid, to 
whom the sheriff had spoken, and I concluded that they 
were very likely to be the ministers of darkness themselves. 
So I spoke on the Christian duties of love and forgiveness, 
and exhorted all present to take joyfully the chastisement 
of the Lord, even like holy Job ; and that it would all tend 
to their eternal good,througTa.HiiiiN?\io,N?\L'fciilEL'ek^ 
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reviled not again. And so with this exhortation to patience 
I dosed my homily. I fear I spoke to many in Tain. 

I am sure they are bent on immediate mischkf^ and 
that this notice of the sheriff has much to do with it He 
wants to keep good people at home to have all the field to 
himself. I see him — the black bell-wether. 

After mass I mingled with the dispersing oongr^adon. 
The weather was very gloomy — ^the faces of the congr^a- 
tion yet more so. All seemed to apprehend coming eviL 
Instead of returning cheerfully home t^ey stood together in 
groups, talking in low tones, as if they feared to speak their 
thoughts aloud. 

Most of them evidently were men of peace, but not all, 
as I have already hinted; and, as I drew near a group 
standing behind the great yew-tree, I heard one of these 
latter discoursing to his fellows : — 

*' Heard you the prior's sermon % " said Siric, for that 
was the fellow, Siric of the Wold ; *' a fine homily he gave 
us on S. Brice — that man of peace." 

^ It was easy for him to be a man of peace," returned 
another ; ^ he hadn't got Danes for his neighbours." 

*'*' Holy Job himself would have turned cut-throat if he 
had." 

" Then they have been insulting, robbing, and murder- 
ing all over the country." 

Just then I interrupted them, for I could no longer 
hear the blasphemy. 

'^ How now, Siric % " said I ; '* hast thou come to .^Escen- 
dune to revile the saints 1 " 

^ Nay, Father," said he, with a mocking smile ; ^ I was 
only rejoicing that they were not exposed to such trials as 
we. Job's Chaldeans were gentlefolk in comparison with 
our Danes." 

^ Thou blasphemest ; and what didst thou say of the 
blessed S. Brice 1" 

** Only that I wished he were living now V> \;dxcL^ ^^ - 
cuihthroats who live in our midst, and w\io TiwaAfcT ^sA x^ 
iiailjr, jast in mere sport, or to keep theii YiaaAa W 
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" What new outrages have occurred ?" I asked. 

" A party of the heathen carried off the cattle from my 
farm down the water early this morning, and slew the herds- 
man." 

" Dost thou know who the fellows were % " 

" All too well ; they were Anlaf s men." 

I hardly knew what to answer, the outrage was so 
recent, and the excitement of the speaker so pardonable, as 
I could but feel. 

Well, at this moment my brother Elfwyn came out of 
the church, where he had lingered to pray, as he generally 
does, at his brother's tomb, and, noticing us, came and joined 
the group. He seemed much concerned when he heard the 
details. 

" Siric/' he said, with his usual kind way of speaking, 
" do not distress yourself unduly ; you know I am rich in 
flocks and herds. I will make up the loss of the catUe, 
my brother the prior will have a mass said for poor 
Guthred, and he shall have the last rites performed at our 
expense \ it is all we can do for him ; the rest we must 
leave to the mercy of God." 

" Nay, Thane," said Siric \ " I thank you for your good- 
will, but I may not stand thus indebted to any man. I 
will repay myself at the expense of the robbers. Still you 
may remember Guthred at God's altar." 

And he strode away. 

My brother was now joined by his children Bertric and 
Ethelgiva, and his wife, the Lady Hilda. I saw that he was 
ill at ease, but we did not mention the subject, which I am 
sure was uppermost in both our minds, lest we should 
alarm the gentle ones. 

Just then I remembered that I had promised to meet 
Alfgar in the pine-wood, and I hastened to the spot. 

I found him seated again on the fallen tree. He rose 
at my approach, and saluted me with some emotion, as if 
some inward excitement made itself visible in spite of his 
efforts to suppress it. 
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" My son," said I, " have you pondered my words of 
last Sunday % " 

"I have, and I am come to put myself under your 
instruction, I will be guided by you in all things, and fulfil 
thus the dying wish of the only being who ever loved me." 

"But, my boy, there must be yet a higher, a hob'er 
motive." 

" I trust it is not wanting, my father." 

" Are you able to stay long to-day % " 
' " O yes, my father is keeping high festival j a number 
of his countrymen are visiting him and holding revel j this 
morning they drove in a number of oxen, I know not 
whence, and slaughtered two on the spot, and they have 
broached several barrels of mead ; they will keep the feast 
all day, and before night my father will not be in a state 
to miss me ; I always absent myself if I can on such 
occasions." 

" Then you must come home with me, and share the 
noon meat, after which I can give you my time until 
evensong." 

He made no objection, and we returned to the Priory 
together, where he took his noon meat in the guest-cham- 
ber, and I devoted all the time between the meal and nones 
to an examination of my catechumen. 

I found that poor Kyneswith had impressed all the 
primary truths of our holy faith deeply upon his mind, 
although he wanted much building up, and needed instruc- 
tion in details ; he seemed deeply impressed by the main 
facts of the life and teaching of our blessed Lord, particu- 
larly His message of peace on earth, good will towards men, 
contrasting so forcibly with the faith of his own people. 

The time passed rapidly away, and we went to the 
minster church at three, when nones and evensong were 
said together, for we could not keep the people till the 
proper hour for the latter office, owing to the darkness of 
MTovember. 

When the holy o&ce was over, 1 aacoTa^^^^^^L tdj^ 
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brother part of the way home, for I wanted to communi- 
cate my suspicions, and to learn whether he shared them. 

It was a dark and gloomy eventide ; the son, which 
had only made its appearance at intervals during the day, 
was fast sinking behind a heavy bank of clouds which filled 
the western horizon, and the wind, which was freshening to a 
gale, seemed to bear the storm onward in its track, while 
it tore the few surviving leaves rudely from the trees, an^ 
whirled them in mazy windings. 

" Elfwyn," said I, " what do you suppose was the tfue 
object of the sheriff in bidding folks keep in-doors to- 
night 1 " 

" I cannot divine, unless he has some deed of blood on 
hand which he wishes to have undisturbed, all to himself 
and his underHngs." 

" Siric spoke mysteriously." 

'^ Yes ; if there is aught going on amiss, he has a hand 
m It. 

Here I communicated my fears respecting Alfgar, whom 
I had invited, with my brother's permission, to sup at the 
hall. 

" Could you not keep the poor fellow with you all 
night % I fear his father is in some danger, as well he may 
be, acting as wickedly as he did this very morn." 

" I will try to persuade him to stay, he is along with 
Bertric and Ethelgiva ; they are only a few steps behind. 
Cuthbert, I have ordered every one of my theows and ceorls 
to be obedient to your warning if they wish to preserve 
their allegiance to ^scendune, or to escape chastisement, 
and I think none of them are likely to be abroad to-night." 

" Can you not find out what the sheriff has told them 1 
I saw him speaking to one or two." 

"I will try. You must be my guest to-night, or at 
least for a few hours." 

" Nay, I must return to compline ; I may be wanted 
to-night, and ought to be at my post," said I. 

We arrived at the old home, deai iaimSaajt ^Wr^I stronger 
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and better built than most such bouses, because, being 
burnt down in my father's younger days, it had been rebuilt 
in a more substtmtial manner, and was capable of sustain- 
ing a fonnidable attack successfully. 

We crossed the drawbridge, and entered the court- 
yard under the gateway ; before us ,was the door of the 
great hall, merrily illumined by its blazing fire. 

There, then, was the supper-table bountifully spread, 
and the theows and ceorls awaiting the arrival of their 
lord. We entered, Elfw3m and I, and soon after Bertric, 
Ethelgiva^ and Alfgar followed. 

A loud horn was blown upon the battlements. Strag- 
glers made their entrance good ; the drawbridge was drawn 
up, the doors closed, and I blessed the meat. 



CHAPTER m. 

THE NIGHT OF S. BRICE. 

Monday^ November lith, 1002. — ^I hardly know how to 
write the events of last night, my pen almost refuses to 
begin. I feel thoroughly sickened by the very remem- 
brance of the bloodshed and treachery which have disgraced 
Christian England, and which will assuredly bring down 
God's judgment upon us. 

But I will do violence to myself, and will write all things 
accurately, in order it may serve to show that there were 
those amongst us who were not consenting parties, who 
entered not into the counsels of those men of blood, whom 
may God " reward after their deeds, and according: to the 
wickedness of their own inventions." 

Well, to begin. When supper was ended at the hall 
last night, my brother bade his wife and children seek their 
bower, and Alfgar went with them ; then he addressed his 
people with that confidence and affection he not only shows 
in his outward speech, but really feels in his heart. 

^' Are all the folk present within the gates % " he asked. 

" We are all here, my lord," replied they ; " none have 
been wanting in their duty." 

" It is well ; and now, my people, I ask you, whom I 
have ever trusted, and to whom I have tried to be a Mend 
as well as a master, have you any of you a suspicion what 
the sheriff is about to-night, and why he desired the prior to 
tell good Christians to keep within doors ?" 

There was a dead silence. At last one of the ceorls 
rose up, and spoke with dome \i<&^\\»8^\i\0Ti — 
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" I think, my lord, that they intend to avenge themselyes 
upon the Dane folk." 

" Did they say anything about it to you or any other 
of my people ] " 

" Yes ; they tried to get two or three of us to join in 
the work, but when they found we would do nothing with- 
out your knowledge, they told us no more." 

" Then you do not know what is the exact work they 
have in hand ? " 

" No. But I heard something which made me think 
that plunder and massacre were both likely to be com- 
mitted." 

'^ Did you hear any particular names mentioned f " 

« Yes. That of Anlaf." 

" This explains Sine's insolence, Cuthbert." 

" It does," I replied. 

"But surely they cannot intend to do anything to- 
night. They would not choose Sunday for a deed of dark- 
ness. Men who have attended mass during the day, surely 
would not so forget their God as to go through the country 
like cowardly wolves, pulling down the prey in company 
which they dare not attack singly." 

'^I should hope the same; but then the looks and 
words of to-day," said I. 

" Did they say what authority they had for their pro- 
jected scheme % " 

" They dared to say," replied the ceorl who had before 
spoken, " they had the sanction of the king." 

There was again a painful silence. We groaned in the 
bitterness of our hearts, — Ethehred, son of Edgar, hast thou 
forgotten all truth and mercy % — ^thou, the son of Edgar the 
Magnanimous 1 

Every impulse of our hearts led us to detest the cruel 
deed of treachery about to be consummated, but which we 
could not prevent 

At least ihere was one whom we coiild bov^ iicstft. ^"^ 
general destraction, the young Alfgar, and we de\ifcTiKcasA 
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to detain him if possible by persuasion, keeping the troth 
from him, but in any case to detain him at the hall dming 
the night. 

I could not remain at the hall myself^ for, on such a 
night, it seemed necessary to be with my own people, and 
to be ready to seize any opportunity of saying the effusion 
of blood, or of giving protection to any who might seek 
refuge under the shelter of our roo^ where murder would 
be sacrilege, a consideration of some importance where 
Christians, shame to say, were the murderers. 

But before I went my brother and I sent to Alfgar 
that we might speak to hini^ and prevaQ upon him to stay 
with us the night. 

" Alfgar," said Elfwyn, " the night is very stormy and 
blustering, and we wish you to remain with us, and share 
our hospitality till the mom. Your father wiU not miss 
you ] " 

" I do not think he will ; for after one of these debauches 
he generally sleeps far into the next day. But the domestic 
serfs may remark my absence." 

" There is another reason, my boy, why we wish you to 
stay. Wild men who hate your father's race are abroad, 
and did you fall into their hands while returning home it 
might fare hard with you." 

'' I can imagine that. I marked the looks they cast 
upon me in God's house, even there, this day. They cannot 
forgive me my Danish blood, although my mother was one 
of themselves, and a Christian." 

" They have sujffered much, my lad ; and suffering, as 
is often the case, has blunted their feelings. But you will 
stay with us, will you not ] " 

" I will stay ; many thanks for your kindness." 

After this I had nothing further to detain me at the 
castle, so I left for the priory. 

It was a black dark night. The violence of the wind 
almost lifted me from my feet ; not a star could be seen ; 
hut occasionally a sharp \vaalfi^TOi ^\^ ^<3wou ^\ad was 
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I, although the distance was not greats to see the lights of 
the priory, and to dry my chilled limbs and wet garments 
before the fire in the common room while I told my 
brethren the tidings of the night, and the snpicions which 
we entertained. 

When I had finished there was a dead pause, during 
which the howling blast without, as it dashed the hail 
against the casement, seemed a fitting accompaniment to 
our sombre thoughts. 

The compline bell rang. 

This office is always full of heavenly comfort, but 
there seemed a special meaning to-night in one verse — 

'^ A thousand shall fall beside thee, and ten thousand at 
thy right hand, but it shall not come nigh thee.'' 

Yet the thousands were heavy on our hearts, and 
I meditated some means of carrying tidings of their 
danger to our pagan neighbours ; but I knew nothing of 
the details of the plot, only that there was a plot^ and I 
knew that if I sent a brother, the Danes, in their hatred to 
monks, would probably set their huge dogs at him before 
he could speak, and perhaps worry him to deatL Neither 
could any other messenger approach their dwellings safely 
at night. 

I tried to hope, but against reason, that we had perhaps 
eza^erated the danger. Still, after the compline was over, 
we sat in deliberation a long time in the hall The novices 
and lay brothers, ignorant of the peril, had retired to rest ; 
but we, who knew the portentous state of things around 
us, could not have slept had we retired. Ever and anon 
we looked forth from doors and windows into the black 
darkness without; but although it was near midnight, 
neither sight nor sound told of aught amiss, and we were 
beginning to yield to fatigue, when I ascended the tower 
in company with Father Adhelm, to survey the scene for 
the last time. It was so windy that we could hardly 
stand upon the leaded roo^ and although we gjBiZeA. ^araraxL^ 
noD^li^ met our eyea until we were on the pomt> oi xeXxffisai^ 
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*' Listen ! " said Father Adhelm, the sub-prior. 

It was unnecessary. Borne upon the wind, a loud noise, 
as of men who shout for mastery, met our ears, followed or 
intermingled with cries for help or mercy,— so we fancied at 
least. 

While we stood rooted by horror to the spot, a 
bright light arose, which rapidly increased, as a conflagra- 
tion well might in such a wind, and soon the whole horizon 
was illuminated. I knew but one homestead in that direc- 
tion, — the fortified house of Anlaf. 

I thought of the poor boy, with thankfulness that we 
had restrained him firom returning home. He is saved, at 
least, thought I, as a brand from the burning. 

The other brethren joined us, and after a short consult- 
ation, we determined to go to the scene in a body, to 
mitigate the rage of the people, and save life where we 
could. 

So, putting our cowls over our heads, we sallied forth 
into the black night — ^black and dark save where the light 
of the fire illumined the horizon, and even cast a faint ray 
upon our own path. We were not used to journeys in such 
weather, and I am afraid we made very slow progress, but 
it was not for want of good will. The fire grew brighter 
and brighter as we proceeded, and the shouts louder and 
louder. We knew that Anlaf had a party of his country- 
men, all of them obnoxious to the English, and could 
easily understand that they had collected themselves to- 
gether for their own destruction. Yet, when we looked 
around, we perceived by the blood-red reflection in the 
skies at other points, that the same ruthless task was being 
^carried out in many a distant spot, as well as close at 
hand. 

Eeaching the bank of the river, we directed our course 
along its banks until the dark forest closed in upon us, 
and rapid progress became difficult. The trees were all 
rocking wildly in the wind, and here and there a severed 
branch fell down before ua. Occmoii^^ ^ ^S;v&t> of rain 
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and hail descended. The path was wet and slippery. 
Poor Father Adhelm groaned aloud. He had the podagra, 
(or gout), and ought not to have ventored forth ; but zeal 
would not let him rest. 

'^ Verily our path is hedged about with thorns. It is 
hard to kick against the pricks," said the chamberlain. 

" It is God's work," said I, " and we may not falter." 
Yet I felt my own heart weak. 

But for the red light, which shone even through the 
shade of the forest, we could not have pursued our patL 
But plainer and plainer the wind brought the fierce shouts of 
the assailants to our ears, until, emerging from a dark belt 
of underwood, the whole horror of the scene burst upon us. 

Before us, at the distance of a few hundred yards, 
defended by a mound and a ditch, rose the irregular and 
fortified dwelling of Anlaf It was wrapped in flames from 
top to basement, and even as we looked one of the towers 
gave way, and fell upon the hall beneath, with hideous ^lin, 
in headlong ruin. 

Around the blazing pile stood some two or three 
hundred men, who completely encircled it, and who had 
doubtless prevented the escape of the inmates. We were 
evidently too late ; the passive attitude of the assailants 
showed that their bloody work was done. 

We learned afterwards that the domestics, who were 
English serfs, had betrayed the place to the foe, while the 
Danish lords were revelling in the great hall, and half 
drunk with wine. Surprised at the banquet^ they fell an 
easy prey, and were slaughtered almost without resistance, 
after which the house was plundered of everything worth 
canying away, and then set on fire in every part. Further 
detsols we could not gather. All was over when we arrived. 

Full of indignation, I and my brethren advanced 
straight upon the group surrounding the sherifif, the crafty 
and cruel Edric Streom, and in the name of GU)d denounced 
the cruelty and sin of which they had been ^\i!L\i^. 

"Sir monk," was the reply, "are you tiwitoc \iO -^ova 
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king that you thus league yourself with his deadly enemies 1 
All that is done this night is done by his cider." 

" God will avenge the deed," said L " Ye have not 
fought like men, but crept on like serpents, and slain those 
who, trusting to the faith of Christians, dwelt* blindly in 
our midst. And now, what can we say % How can we 
hope to win our foes to God and Christ when we set at 
naught his precepts and despise his example % ** 

'* Sir monk, I have not time to listen to a homily ; keep 
it for next Sunday, when I will try to attend. For the 
present " 

Here he was interrupted by a loud cry which arose 
near us. 

" The wolf cub ! the wolf cub ! Slay him, and the work 
is complete." 

The cry, '' Slay him 1 slay him ! " was taken up by a 
dozen voices, when I recognised Alfgar, who by some 
means had learned the danger of his kinsfolk, and had 
come to share their fate. 

" Save him, sheriff ! " I cried ; " save him ! He is a 
Christian. His mother was English." And I rushed for- 
ward myself, and saw that the poor lad had already been 
brought on his knees by more than one fell stroke. 

I held up the crucifix, which hung at my girdle, on 
high ; I threw my arm over his head, and abjured ihesm 
under the name of Christ, and as they feared the curse of 
the Church, to forbear. My brethren all aided me. 

Sullenly they dropped their weapons, and the sheriff, 
coming forward, seconded me, although in a very con- 
temptuous manner. 

"Let him have the lad for his share of the night's 
work," he said. 

And so GU)d gave me the poor lad*s life. 

I had scarcely time to lay him on a sloping Bank, where 
the light which shone so luridly from his burning home 
might fall upon him, when my brother Elfwyn appeared 
on the scene with a score o£ \aA Tdeii. 
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He recognised us by our liabits, and came and looked 
with me at the orphan as he lay on the bank. The boy 
had received no serious wound, but was exhausted, as much 
I thought by the violence of his emotions as by his injuries. 
He was wet through ; his clothes were torn with brambles, 
for he had followed a straight path through six miles of 
tangled forest, from ^scendune. They had unfortunately 
given him a bed in a chamber which looked towards his 
home: he had chanced to wake, had looked from the 
window, seen the flames, and had started thither at once, 
swimming the moat when he could not cross. the draw- 
bridge — suspecting, doubtless, that he was surrounded by 
treachery. 

I had abeady poured a rich cordial down his throat, 
and he was coming to himself, my brother aiding me, 
when the sheriff, grand in his robe and chain of office, 
came up. 

" Gi<)od day, or rather night, to you. Thane of uEscen- 
dune," said he to Elfwyn ; " we have had a fair night's 
work, and destroyed a big wasp's nest; have you come 
for your share in the spoil ) " 

" I only ask permission to preserve life ; your work 
has been of an opposite nature." 

" Yes, we have been obedient to our king, and avenged 
him this night of his enemies, who are also, I should have 
thought^ the enemies of the Church." 

" God will not bless midnight murder," said I. 

'^ Murder! it is not murder to slay heathen Danes; 
had they been Christians it would, of course, have been a 
different thing." 

'^ He hath made of one blood all the nations of the 
earth," I replied. 

"The good prior wishes me to talk theology. Un- 
fortunately I have much work to do; you will hear 
tidings soon of other Danish holds than this. The land 
may rejoice, freed from her oppressors, anA. >i!tL<e^ ^V^ 
\hme our work will pndse its results." 
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'^ That remains to be seen" we both replied. 

^We had, meanwhile, placed Alfgar, now partially 
recovered, on a palfrey ; and, supported by my brother and 
me, one on each side, we led hun homewards. Arrived 
at the castle, we gave him to the care of Osred, the 
domestic physician. He looked at the patient, and pro- 
nounced a favourable opinion, saying that with time and 
care all would be welL But his left arm was broken, 
and he had received a slight blow on the head. Fever 
was the leech's chief apprehension; if he could keep 
that of^ he said he doubted not aU would be welL 

5. Andrew's Day, — Our patient has lain some time in 
a state of delirium, whereat no one could wonder. In 
his ravings he was incessantly acting over the scenes 
through which he had passed during the dreadful night 
which followed S. Brice's Day. But, thanks to a good 
constitution, to-day he has taken a favourable turn, and 
seems likely to recover from a blow which would have 
hopelessly shattered a frailer frame. I was seated by his 
couch when he seemed to awake out of sleep, and I saw 
his bright dark eyes fixed inquiringly on me. 

" Where am I ] " he inquired. 

**In the Hall of ^^Escendune; you have been very 
ill here." 

'^ Indeed ! I have had such dreadful dreams ! — ^but were 
they all dreams ? " 

''Your mind has been wandering for days, my dear 
son. You must not talk too much." 

He was silent, but evidently pondered more. 

December 25, Christmas Day, 1003.* — ^All the household 
has given itself up to joy and gladness ; even poor Alfgar, 
who has been released to-day from the confinement of his 
chamber, has entered into the general joy, although ever 
and anon relapsing into sadness. 

* Note C. — ^CbrouoVogy oi"P»i\L«t OoJeeJowX^ 
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He knows all now : a day or two agone, when all the 
household had gone to hunt in the woods, I was alone 
with him in his chamber, and thought that at last I must 
discharge the painful task of telling him the truth. 

"My boy," I said, "you have not lately inquired 
about your father." 

He looked at me very sadly. " I know all," he said, 
" that you would tell me. I have no father, no mother, no 
kinsfolk." 

" Some of our people have told you then % " 

" No. At first the events of that fearful night seemed 
all like a dream, and mingled themselves with the strange 
spectres which haunted me in delirium ; but afterwards the 
real separated itself from the unreal, and I knew that my 
fS&ther and all his Mends, my Danish uncles amongst them, 
had perished with the whole household assembled there 
that fatal day. I also remembered, but faintly, how I 
came here. Did not you save me from the murderers ? " 

I briefly explained the whole circumstances to him, 
adding such words of consolation as I could think of, and 
telling him that he must always look upon .^cendune as 
his home. At length he rose. He had not replied. 

" Pardon me, my father," he said, " but may I retire to 
my chamber ? I wish to say much, but I am too weak 
now." 

" Meanwhile, you will not leave us." 

" I have no other home." 

And he retired to his little chamber, from which he 
emerged no more to-day. 

Feast of the Epvphany. — ^This day my catechumen Alfgar 
was baptized in the priory church. It seemed useless to 
delay longer, as he was fully prepared both intellectually 
and spiritually, nay, has been so for some time, only the 
tragic event which deprived him of his Danish kinsfolk had 
distracted him for a time from spiritual things. Nay^ had 
he not been surrounded by real Chiiatiaiift asA \wai% 
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friends here at iEsoendune, I fear the Church would have 
lost him altogether. Sach a commentarj was the massacre 
of S. Brice on the Christian doctrine of love and forgiveness ! 
He felt it grieyoosly at first, but he was able at length to 
distingaish between men that say they are of Christ, and 
are not^ and those who really set the example of that Lord 
and his Saints before them. He is now one of ourselves ; 
a sheep safe in the fold, and the dying wish of his sainted 
mother is fulfilled. My brother intends to adopt him as a 
son, and as his family is small, the proposal meets my 
approbation. Bertric and Ethelgiva already love him as 
a brother. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE DANES IN WESSEX. 

Up to this period we have availed ourselves of extracts 
from the Diary of Father Guthbert ; but the events of the 
following four years, as recorded in that record, although 
full of interest for the antiquarian or the lover of monastic 
lore, would possess scant interest for the general reader, 
and have also little connection with the course of our tale ; 
therefore we will convey the information they contain, 
which properly pertains to our subject, in few words, and 
those our own, returning occasionally to the Diary. 

The melancholy history of the times may be compressed, 
from the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle and other sources,- in a 
few paragraphs. 

Burning with revenge — ^for his own sister had fallen 
in the massacre on S. Brice's night — Sweyn returned to 
England the following year (1003). He limded in Devon- 
shire, took Exeter by storm, and returned to his ships 
laden with the spoil Then he sailed eastward, landed 
again and ravaged Dorset and Wiltshire. Here the 
ealdorman Elfric met him with a large English anny ; but 
when he saw the foe he feU sick, or feigned to be so ; and 
then the old proverb came true, " When the general fails, 
the army quails." So the English looked on with fear and 
trembling, while Sweyn burnt Wilton and Salisbury, whence 
he returned to the sea laden with wealth and stained with 
blood ; yet was not his revenge satisfied. 

The following year East Anglia suffered as Wessex had 
suffered the year before. Ulf ketyl, the ealdoxt&ax^ ^^^ 
them much money, hoping to buy peace iroixv. \\ifi isiisc^^^^ 
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pagans. The result was as he might haye expected. They 
took the money, laughing at his simplicity, and three weeks 
afterwards pillaged Thetford, and burnt it. Then Ulfketyl, 
who was a brave man, got an East Anglian army together, 
and fought the Danes, giving them the uncommon chastise- 
ment of a defeat^ so tibat they escaped with difficulty to 
their ships. 

The following year a famine so severe visited England, 
that even the Danes forebore to ravage so poor a land; 
but in 1006, the next year, they overspread Wessex like 
locusts. Here the action of our tale is resumed. 

During this interval of four years in .^Escendune there 
had been peace. Alfgar had been domesticated as one of 
the family, and was reported well of in all the neigh- 
bourhood. Diligent in the discharge of his religious 
duties, he was equally conspicuous in all warlike sports 
and exercises and in the chase, while he affoMed much 
help to Elfwyn the thane in the management of the 
estate. In short, he had won his way to the hearts of 
all the family ; and perhaps the report that he was the 
accepted suitor of the fair daughter of .^cendune, 
Ethelgiva, was not without foundation. 

Ethelgiva was nearly his own age, and was a perfect 
type of that beauty which has ever distinguished the 
women of the Anglo-Saxon race. Her fair hair, untouched 
by artificial adornment, hung like a shower of gold around 
her shoulders, while her eyes were of that delicate blue 
which seemed to reflect the deep summer sky; bat the 
sweet pensive expression of her face was that which 
attracted nearly all who knew her, and made her the 
object of general regard 

Bertric was now about sixteen, — ^a handsome, attractive 

boy, full of life and fire, yet still possessing that devotion 

which Father Cuthbert had remarked in him as a boy of 

twelve. As the heir to the lands of iEscendune, and the 

only SOD, be would Iiave 1)0611 m txiuOel ^As^gsL ^^ X^^oiisi, 
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spoiled had he been less genuine and manly than he was. 
He and Alfgar were inseparable ; they seemed to revive 
again the traditional love of Nisus and Euryalus, or Orestes 
and Pylades. 

The famine, which had made Wessex too poor even to 
serve as a bait for the Danes, had also afflicted Mercia, but 
not nearly so severely, and the generosity of the family of 
iElscendune had been exerted to the utmost on behalf of the 
sufferers. 

But the spring of the year 1006 bade fair to atone for 
the past. It was bright and balmy. May was just such 
a month as the poets love to sing, and June, rich in its 
promise of fruit, had passed when the events we are about 
to relate occurred. At this time there was some hope 
amongst the people that God had at length heard the 
petition breathed so often in the penitential wail of the 
Litany, — "From the cruelty of our pagan enemies, good 
Lord, deliver us," — ^and they forgot that the massacre on 
S. Brice's night yet cried for vengeance. 

It was a fine summer's evening towards the end of 
the month of July, and the sun was slowly setting be- 
hind the wood-crowned range of hills in the west, where 
the forest terminated the pastures of .^cendune; the 
cattle were returning to their stalls ; the last load of hay 
was being transferred from the wain to the rick, and all 
things spoke of the calm and rest of a sweet night, fragrant 
with the breath of honeysuckle and wild brier, when nature 
herself seems to court luxurious repose. 

The priory bell was tolling for compline, and thither 
many of the people, released from their labour, were wend- 
ing their way. The Thane and his children, accompanied 
by Alfgar, paused on their homeward road, and when the 
drowsy tinkling ceased, deep silence seemed to fall over 
the limdscape, while the night darkened — if darkness it 
could be called when the moonbeams succeeded to the 
fiercer light of the glowing orb of day. 

The Lady Hilda was at the window oi \ifcx "Vws^ct, 
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slightly indisposed ; she had not gone down to the priory, 
but sat inhsding the rich fragrance of the night as the 
gentle breeze wafted it from a thousand flowers. Star 
after star peeped out ; one sweet-voiced nightingale began 
her song, trilling through the air ; another enviously took 
up the strain. Hilda thought the earth had never seemed 
so much like heaven, and she imagined the tuneful birds 
sang their vesper song in union with the monks, whose 
solemn and plaintive chant awoke the echoes of the prioiy 
church. Her heart was full of solemn yet not sad thoughts; 
peace, sweet peace, was the subject of her meditations, and 
she thought with gratitude of Him who had hitherto pre- 
served Mercia from the foe, who had indeed for nearly 
two years ceased to molest I^gland. 

But as she gazed, her attention was attracted to a 
light on the opposite hiUs. It was a fire of some kind, 
and rose up more and more fiercely each moment. It was 
but a bonfire in appearance, yet it marred both the land- 
scape and the meditative rest of the gazer. 

The party from the hall were returning home fix)m the 
church. 

" Father," said Bertric, '^ look at that light ! Is it not 
singular] I never saw one there before." 

But even while they looked another fire appeared in 
an opposite direction, and Bertric saw his father turn grave. 

" It is the beacon fire," said he seriously. 

''Yes it is, and see it is answered from the hills to 
the north," said Alfgar. 

Then they were silent, and Bertric felt his spirits 
sink with a vague kind of apprehension. They said no 
more till they reached home, and the whole family met, 
much later than usual, at the evening meaL 

" You are late," said HUda to her lord. 

" We were returning home from the meadows on the 
water, whence the last load of hay has been carried, 
and we tarried for the compline at the priory. The 
beU sounded as we were pa&sm^?' 
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^ Did yon see the bonfire on the hills 1 It must be a 
large one." 

*^ I did ; and it made me uneasy." 

" Why so, my Elfwryn ? " 

^ Tou foiget that when the last invasion of our pagan 
foes was over, it was agreed in the Witan that a set of 
beacons should be prepared, in readiness to fire, on the 
tops of the hills, and that if the Danes appeared again, 
they should be fired everywhere, in which case Mercia was 
to hold herself in readiness to come to the aid of Wessex 
or East Anglia, whichever the foe might be harrying." 

*^ But then that was eighteen months agone." 

'' Still the beacon piles remain or did remain. I saw 
one at the sunmiit of the hills which the trackway crosses 
between our county and Oxfordshire, when I last returned 
form Beranbyrig,* and I think that one gives the present 
alarm. It means the Danes are again in the land." 

" Now, God forbid ! " said Hilda, with clasped hands. 

"Amen say we all; but I fear me such will be the 
case, unless some poor fool has set the pile blazing for 
amusement. I fancied I saw it answered away north and 
west We will go and see anon." 

Supper being ended, Elfwyn rose to go out, and his 
example was followed by Alfgar and Bertric, and several 
of the serfs, who from the lower end of the ample board 
had heard with much alarm the previous conversation. 

Ascending the hill, they directed their steps towards 
the highest point, where an old watch-tower had once been 
reared, composed of timber, and overlooking the forest. 

From the summit the party gazed over three or four 
counties lying dimly beneath them in the still moonlight. 

The mist, slowly rising from the river and forest, 
partially obscured the immediate view, and hid the valley 
beneath in smoke-like wreaths ; but the distant hills rose 
above. There three large fires immediately caught the 
eye, and confirmed the apprehensions. One nj^a qvi *Ockfc 

* Now Banbury, 
D 
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Bommit of the range culminating on the spot now known 
as Edgehill, lying about ten miles south ; but on the west 
Malvern Heights had caught the flame, and on the far 
north the Leicestershire hills sent forth their reddening 
fire in more than one spot. 

'^ The country has taken the alarm," said the Thane. 

" What must we do, father 1 " 

"Summon and arm all our vassals, and await the 
sheriff's orders ; the king will communicate to us through 
him. We know not yet where the danger is." 

" Perhaps it is only a false alarm," said Bertric. 

" God grant it ; but I dare not hope as much." 

Alfgar was very silent Well he might be. The enemy 
dreaded was his own kith and kin ; and although all his 
sympathies were with his English friends, from whom he 
had received more kindness and love than he had ever 
known elsewhere, yet he seemed to feel compromised by 
the deeds of his kindred, whose savage cruelty no Christi- 
anity had as yet softened. 

While they yet remained on the hiU, fire after fire took 
up the tale and reddened the horizon, until a score of those 
baleful bonfires were in sight. Sighing deeply, Elfwyn led 
the way down the hill. 

" What have you seen 1 " was the inquiry of the Lady 
Hilda. 

" The hills flame with beacons." 

" Alas for poor Wessex ! " 

" Alas for England ! I have a foreboding that we 
shall not always be exempt from the woes which affect 
our neighbours. Wessex scarcely tempts the plunderer 
now; neither does East Anglia. Northumbria is half 
Danish, and kites do not peck out kites* eyes. No ; on 
Mercia, poor Mercia, the blow must sooner or later fall ! " 

" And how to avert it % " 

"There is but one way; we must fight the foe in 
yfe88ex. Now we must rest, t^ xia^ early, and await the 
sheriff's summons." 
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It was silent, deep night ; the whole house was buried 
in slumber, when Alfgar dreamed a strange dream. He 
thought he stood amidst the ruins of his home, the home 
of his father Anlaf, and that he heard steps approaching 
from the forest Soon a solitary figure emerged, and 
searched anxiously amongst the fallen and blackened 
walls, uttering one anxious ejaculation, '^ My son ! I seek 
my son ! ^ and Alfgar knew his father. Ilieir eyes met, 
recognition took place, and he awoke with such a keen 
impression of his father's presence that he could not 
shake it off for a long time. 

" Do the dead indeed revisit earth?" he said. " Nay, 
it was but a dream." 

He went to the narrow window of his chamber, and 
looked out. The dawn was already breaking in the east, 
and even as he gazed upon the purpling slaes the birds 
began their matin songs of praise, and the valley awoke. 
The priory bell, beneath, by the river-side, now tolled its 
summons to matins, and Alfgar arose and dressed. 

Never did the household of ^L^scendune begin the 
day without religious observance, and the first thing that 
they did on this, as on every day, was to repair to the 
priory church, where Father Cuthbert said mass ; after 
which he and his brother the Thane were closeted together 
for a long time. 

The rest of the party returned home to break their 
fast, and conversed about the warnings of the preceding 
night. While they were still at their meal, Bertric, who 
sat near a window, cried out, '' I see a horseman coming 
from Warwick." 

The panting steed was soon reined up in front of the draw- 
bridge, which was down as usual ; and, passing beneath 
the arched gate, the rider dismounted in the courtyard. 

All the household were soon assembled to hear his 
news. He bore a sealed missive addressed to tli« TlaasNA \ 
but he gave the secret oi th^ night's alarni m ^ i«NT ^crAa. 

"They are in Wessex^ plundering, muTdfcTvn.%j ^sA 
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burning. The forces are all to meet at Dorchester as soon 
as man and horse can get there." 

" Where did they land 1 " 

'' The great fleet came to Sandwich, and they are ad- 
vancing westward as fast as they can come/' 

" Are they merciless as ever ? " 

" Worse." 

'' The fiends ! " said Bertric bitterly ; and then seeing 
Alfgaf s saddened face, said, " Oh, I beg pardon," which 
made matters worse. 

'^ You are not a Dane, Alfgar ; you are a Christian ; no 
one thinks of you as one." 

Shortly Elfwyn returned from the priory, and received 
the messenger. The sealed packet only contained a formal 
summons to the general rendezvous of the forces, which 
was to take place at Dorchester, the episcopal city of the 
great Midland diocese, and situated in a central position, 
where Wessex and Mercia could easily unite the flower of 
their youth. 

All the necessary preparations for departure were shortly 
made — ^the theows and ceorls were collected together, beasts 
of burden selected to carry the necessary baggage, the wallets 
filled with provisions. 

Before the third hour of the day all had been done 
which the simple habits of the time required, and only the 
sorrowful leave-takings remained. Husbands had to bid 
the last good-bye — it might be the vmf last — to their 
spouses, sons to their aged parents, fathers to their child- 
ren. And then there was hurrying to and fro, as of people 
only half conscious of what they did ; while the warriors 
strove to smile and preserve their fortitude. But alas! 
there were no traditions of victory to encourage them; 
only gloomy remembrances of defeat; and, but for the 
stem call of duty which bade them, as men and Christians, 
go to the succour of their brethren, the majority would 
h&ye preferred to remain at home and abide the worst, 
although they knew full weW. \Jicia.\, ^xiJtraMsiOTL ^laikd 



THE DANES JN WESSEX, 37 

to mitigate the ferocious cruelty of their oppressors, who 
slew alike the innocent babe and the grey-haired grand- 
sire. 

Alfgar bad volunteered to share the perils of his 
adopted lord, but was kindly told that it would be in- 
expedient. Indeed, by many he would have been suspected 
of treachery. 

"Nay, Alfgar, remain at home; to you I commend 
the protection of my home, of the Lady Hilda, and pur 
children," said Elfwyn. 

NeiUier were Bertric's prayers to be allowed to share 
his fjEtther's perils any better received. He was bidden to 
remain where he was, and to be a good son to his mother 
— ^not that he had ever been otherwise. 

And so the last sad words of adieu were spoken as 
bravely as might be, and the little troop, about fifty in 
number, departed from the hall. They crossed the rude 
wooden bridge, and took the southern road. 

Their loved ones watched them until the last. They 
saw their warriors cast many a longing lingering look be- 
hind, and then the woodland hid them from sight ; and a 
dread quiet came down upon ^scendune, as when the air 
is still before the coming hurricane. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE TRACKS IN THE FOREST. 

It was a long time before any news of the warriors reached 
home ; for in those days the agony of suspense had always 
to be endured in the absence of posts and telegrams ; but 
after a few weeks a special messenger came from the army. 
He was one of the iEscendune people, and his was the 
great privilege of embracing wife and fsunily once more ere 
returning to the perils of the field. 

His news was brief. The forces of Mercia had been 
placed under the command of Edric, formerly the sheriff of 
the county in which ^scendune lay, but long since returned 
to court, where his smooth tongue gained him great wealth 
and high rank. Gifted with a subtle genius and persuasive 
eloquence, he had obtained a complete ascendency over the 
mind of the weak Ethebed, while he surpassed even that 
treacherous monarch in perfidy and cruelty. 

Under his direction that unhappy king had again and 
again embrued his hands in innocent blood, l^is very 
year they had both given a proof of these tendencies worth 
recording. 

Edric had conceived a hatred against the Ealdorman 
Elthelm, which he carefully concealed. He invited that 
unfortunate lord to a banquet at Shrewsbury, where he 
welcomed him as his intimate friend. On the third or 
fourth day of the feast he took him to hunt in a wood 
where he had prepared an ambuscade, and while all the 
rest were engaged in the chase, the common hangman of 
Shrewsbury, one Godwin " poT\r\i\md," ot thft town's hound, 
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bribed by Edric to commit the crime, sprang from behind a 
bush, and foully assassinated the innocent ealdorman. Not 
to be behind Ids favourite in cruelty, Ethebed caused the 
two sons of the unfortunate Elthelm to be brought to him 
at Corsham, near Bath, where he was then residing, and 
he ordered their eyes to be put out. 

Such was the man to whom the destinies of the English 
army were now confided, and such the king who ruled the 
unhappy land, — cruel as he was cowardly. 

Under such leaders it is no marvel that the messenger 
TTlric had no good news to tell. The army had assembled, 
and had marched after the Danes, whose policy for the pre- 
sent was to avoid a pitched battle, and to destroy their 
enemies in detail So they were continually harassing the 
English forces, but avoiding every occasion of fair fight. 
Did the English march to a town under the impression the 
Danes were about to attack it, they found no foe, but heard 
the next day that some miserable district at a distance had 
been cruelly ravaged. Did they lie in ambush, the Danes 
took another road, meanwhile the English stragglers were 
repeatedly cut off; and did thty despatch a small force 
anywhere, it was sure to fall into an ambush, and be anni- 
hilated by the pagans. 

Their repeated disasters weakened every man's heart, 
and gave rise to a well-founded belief that there was 
treachery in their midst, and that plans decided even in 
their secret councils were made known to the Danes. What 
wonder, then, that they grew dispirited, and that murmurs 
arose on all hands, while the army could scarcely keep 
together for want of provisions ] 

The war was at present raging in the southern counties, 
but ever and anon the marauders made a forced march, and 
sacked some helpless town remote from the seat of war. 

There was no prospect, Elfwyn said, of the campaign 
coming to an end ; the harvest must take care of itself, or 
the women and children must reap it. Tte Tttsvi'v^t^ ^^ 
and more than all, wanted in Wessex. 
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There were loving messages for wife and children, and 
Alfgar was not forgotten. 

But there was one piece of information contained in the 
letter which made Alfgar very uneasy, and reminded hhn 
of his dream. 

One Beom, a retainer of Elfwyn, had been taken 
prisoner by the Danes, and by a very uncommon piece 
of good fortune had escaped with life firom his ferocious 
captors. 

He stated that he had been closely examined concerning 
his home, character of the population, and their means of 
defence, especially as to the events of S. Brice's night 
Although he strove to evade their questions, yet he incau- 
tiously, or through fear of torture, revealed that he came 
from -^scendune. 

The name evoked immediate interest, and he was asked 
several further questions about the destruction of Anlaf*s 
house, and what became of his son. He tried to baffle 
their inquiries, and thought he had succeeded. 

These facts the Lady Hilda thought of sufficient import- 
ance to justify their communication to Alfgar. They caused 
her some, anxiety. 

The messenger returned to the army. Weeks passed 
away, and the women and children, as well as the old men, 
were all busy in getting in the bounteous harvest with 
which this year God had blessed the earth. Alfgar and 
Bertric worked like the theows themselves, and slowly the 
precious gifts were deposited in the gamers. 

Alfgar had one source of consolation in the love he 
bore to Ethelgiva, a love which was fully returned. Their 
troth had been pledged to each other with the full consent 
of Elfwyn and the Lady Hilda ; and on those fine August 
nights, as they walked home after the labours in the field, 
or the service in the priory, they forgot all the misery of 
the land, and lived only for each other. 

Happy, happy days 1 How often they looked back to 
them afterwards ! 
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A second messenger came during harvest time from the 
camp, now on the borders of Sussex. His news was no 
better than before. The Danes were harassing the army 
on every side, but no decisive battle had been fought. The 
enemy still seemed to know all the plans of the English 
beforehand ; and the booty they had gained was enormous, 
whfle a deep distrust of their leaders was spreading amongst 
the defenders of the soiL 

Elfwyn expressed his intention of seeking an early 
leave of absence should events justify him in paying a short 
visit home. This delighted the hearts of his wife and 
children, and they were happy in anticipation. 

It was a fine day in September when the thankful 
people of jEscendune were called to raise the song of 
" Harvest Home," — ^for the fruits of the earth had indeed 
been safely gathered in ere the winter storms by the hands 
of women and children. Such joy as befitted the absence 
of their lords was theirs, and Alfgar and Bertric, not to 
waste the holiday, agreed to have a day's hunting in the 
forest, rich with all the hues of autumn, while the feast 
was preparing at home. 

The day was delightful. Two young theows, whose 
fathenS had gone to the war, but who had been left behind 
as being too young to share its dangers, although in the 
flush of early youth, accompanied them, and were soon 
loaded with the lighter game their masters had killed, 
while a deer they had slain was hung in the trees, where 
a wolf could not reach it, and where wayfarers were not 
likely to pass until the sportsmen should return for their 
own. Onward they wandered until the sun was declining, 
and then, having some few miles of forest to thread, and 
the deer to send for, they turned on their homeward way. 

No thought of any danger was on their minds that 
day. The Danes were too far distant. They were more 
than a hundred miles from the seat of war, and a hundred 
miles in those days meant more than five hxmdt^di ^QrQ\&. 
mean now. About the hour of five tliiey Te«Xjfe^ ^hA 
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bathed in a tributary of the Avon. Bertric*s spirits were 
very high : he laughed and talked like one whose natu- 
rally ardent temperament was stimulated by the bracing 
atmosphere and the exercise. His active and handJBome 
frame, bright with all the attractions of youth, was equal 
to any amount of woodland toil ; and Alfgar, who was, as 
we have said, deeply attached to his companion, felt proud 
of his younger brother, as he delighted to call him, and 
Bertric loved to be called so. Alfgar trusted some day to 
have a yet better claim to the title. Leaving the bathing- 
place while there was yet time to reach home before dark, 
they came at last to a ford across the stream, the only spot 
where it could be safely forded, and as such known to the 
natives of the vicinity, when their dogs began to whine, and 
to run with their noses to the ground, as if they had found 
something unusual to attract their attention. 

The two theows who were in front paused at the ford 
till their lords came up, and then pointed to the ground 
with a terrified aspect. Alfgar gazed and started, as did 
Bertric. There were the footmarks of a large number of 
horses, evidently belonging to a body of horsemen who 
must have crossed the ford since they passed it in the 
morning. 

" Can my father have returned unexpectedly 1 " said 
Bertric. "He said he should get an early leave of 
absence." 

Alfgar did not answer for a moment. He was evidently 
very much alarmed. 

" Look," he said, " at the footmarks, where some have 
dismounted." 

Bertric looked, and comprehended the terror of his 
companion. The armed heels, which had sunk deeply 
into the mud, had left traces utterly unlike the marks to 
which they were accustomed in similar cases. 

The stories they had both heard of predatory bands of 

'DdkUeB who had wandered far from their main body, and 

bad sought gratification iox \5ciett \\3ka\. iot ^^lA'st «sA 
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i>lood in remote spots where the inhabitants dwelt in 
Eancied security, came to their minds, and also the in- 
iniries which had been made in the Danish camp concerning 
lieir home and the circumstances of S. Brice's fatal night. 

^ Stilly it may be our father and his men ; they may 
laye worn the spoils of the enemy." 

The spoils generally went the other way, Alfgar thought, 
)at did not say. 

They crossed the ford in silence, intent only on reach- 
ng home. For a long time they could follow the trail of 
ihe horsemen. 

^ Who can lead them 1 " said Bertric, as they bounded 
mword. "They seem to know the country." 

A sad and harrowing suspicion had fiUed Alfgar's mind, 
liat these men might be deputed to avenge the fiery death 
)f his father, — and to avenge it, probably, on the very 
)eople who would have died to prevent it. 

But the one desire uppermost in the minds of the 
rhole party was to hasten home. They feared every 
Qoment that they might see the bright flame through the 
reesy or that the wind might bring them the tidings that 
hey were all too late— too late to save those whom they 
oved from outrage and death. 

So they continued running, or walking when breath 
idled, at the utmost speed they could command, and just 
A the sun set they arrived at the crest of a hill, from 
rhich they could see the hall. 

" Thank God, it yet stands ! " said they both. 

They descended, and plunged again into the wood 
rhich lay between them and the goal ; their theows, less 
lerfectly trained, and perhaps less ardent, fell slightly 
lehind. They came upon the spot where they had left the 
ieer, not, however, with any intention of encumbering 
hemselves with the burden, as may be imagined. They 
Doked, however, at the tree where they had hung the 
arcase, and their eyes met each other's. 

''It is gone, " said Alfgar, with bated \>Te«AXi. 
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They said no more, but continued their headlong course, 
until they had reached an open glade by the side of a small 
stream. Here their dogs became uneasy, and uttered low 
threatening growls. 

The l^s paused, then advanced cautiously, looking 
before and around. 

Turning a comer round some thick underwood, they 
came suddenly upon a sight which justified all their previous 
alann. 

A huge fire burned by the side of a brook, over which 
was roasting the deer which they had killed. The light 
shone out in the gathering darkness, and illumined the 
recesses of the bufehes around, and the faces of a large body 
of men reclining on the bank, or engaged in the task of 
sharpening their arms while their supper was roasting. A 
momentary glance told that they were Danes, thus ad- 
vancing under the shadow of the forest, to take their foes 
unawares. Their horses were picketed around, and sentinels 
were evidently posted, to give the first alarm of any danger. 
Alas ! they had seen the poor lads before they could 
withdraw into the woods which fringed the path, and 
instantly prepared for pursuit. Three or four jumped upon 
their horses, two or three more plunged into the wood to 
cut off the retreat. It was all-important to their plans 
that their presence should not be discovered ; and these 
manoeuvres were executed in perfect silence. 

They had not seen the theows behind, but fixed all 
their attention on Bertric and Alfgar, who, on their part, 
comprehending their danger, turned at right angles into 
the wood, and ran for life. The boys were fleet of foot, 
and would probably have distanced their pursuers, but an 
arrow from some ambush on their left hand pierced Alfgar's 
thigh, wounding an important muscle, and he could run no 
farther. 

" Leave me, leave me, Bertric," he cried ; " you are in 
more danger than I." 

foov Bertric would notl^w^ \iaa ifveiA. '^<^ \jcsR.\\«i 
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assist hiniy and turned a deaf ear to all solicitations for the 
few moments that they could have availed. It was soon 
too late, and the heavy hands of the Danish warriors were 
laid upon them. 

Shuddering at the contact, they yet yielded without 
useless and unmanly resistance, and were at once led to 
the side of the fire. 

It was a scene Salvator Eosa would have loved to 
paint : the firelight bringing out in strong relief the huge 
limbs of the oa^-trees, the bronzed faces of those dread 
warriors, which no pitiful or tender feelings ever seemed to 
visit. 

The theows had fortunately, being behind^ taken the 
alarm in time, and escaped unnoticed by the Danes. 

A large athletic warrior, but yet a man of some age, 
rose from his seat by the fire, and scrutinised the captives. 
Alfgar knew him. It was Sidroc, an old fellow-warrior of 
his father, who had often visited their home near ^scen- 
done, and he was at no loss now to comprehend the object 
of their enteiprise. 

The warrior gazed upon him fixedly, and then spoke 
aloud. 

" Whence your name and lineage 1 Your face is not 
of the hue of llie faces of the children of the land. Speak ! 
who art thou 1 " 

" Alfgar, the son of Anlaf " 

" Thor and Woden be praised ! We had learned that 
you yet lived. Boy, thou art the object of our search. 
Thou, the descendant of kings, mayst not longer dwell 
with slaves. Thy father is at hand." 

" My Father ! " 

"Yes. Didst thou not know that he. escaped on S. 
Brice's night, baffling his would-be assassins, and yet lives 1 
He thought thee dead, and only sought vengeance, when 
he heard from the captured prisoner of Elfwyn*s band that 
thou wert yet alive, and he is come to seek t\ie^." 

Toor Alfgar I 



CHAPTER VL 

THROUGH SUFFERING TO GLORY. 

For a few minutes Alfgar sat like one stunned hj the 
intelligence. Joy and fear were strangely mingled together ; 
well did he remember Sidroc's frequent visits to his fathei^s 
English home, and that the warrior had more than once taken 
hinri in his infancy upon his knee and sung to him war 
songs, telling him that he too must be a warrior some day. 

He was roused from his reverie by the voice of Sidroc. 

" Who is your companion ? " 

" Bertric, the son of Elfwyn of .^Iscendune ; oh ! you 
will see that no wrong is done to him, will you not ? his 
peoplie saved my life." 

" That they might make you a Christian, knowing that 
your father would sooner you had expired in the flames 
which consumed his house. No," he added sternly; "he is 
doomed, he and his alike." 

Alfgar uttered a piteous cry, and appealed so earnestly 
that one might have thought he would have moved a heart 
of stone, yet all in vain. 

" Does the eagle mourn over the death of the dove, or 
heed what pangs the kid may suffer which writhes beneath 
its talons ? If you are of the race of warrior kings, act like 
one." 

While this was going on the warriors had been select- 
ing some light and sharp arrows and stringing their bows. 

"You have but one target, not two," cried Sidroc, 
" and scant time wherein to use it." 

^^Tben you shall have tNvo, iot \ ^w^ ^<^^wSfii3BL\asa^ 
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ried Alfgar, comprehending at once that the death by 
rhich Saint Edmund of East Anglia, and many a martyr 
ince, had glorified God, was destined for his companion, 
lis brother. He snatched at a weapon, and rushed to the 
ree to which the victim was bound, as if he would save 
dm or perish in the attempt, but a grasp like iron was 
hrown around him, and he struggled in vain. 

'' Bind him, but do him no harm," said Sidroc, '' and 
ietain him where he may see all, and strengthen his nerves 
or future occasions." 

Against the tree leaned Bertric, pale, yet strangely 
omposed ; the bitterness of death seemed to be past, so 
omposed were his youthful features. The lips moved in 
amest, fervent prayer. Once he glanced with a look of 
ffection, almost of pity, upon Alfgar, and when the latter 
oade the vain attempt to deliver him, he cried, "Do 
lot grieve for me, dear Alfgar, you cannot save me ; you 
ave done your best ; pray for me, that is all you can do." 

His patient courage, so unexpected in one so young, 
ouched his captors, as nothing else would have touched 
hem, and Sidroc approached him. 

** Bertric of JSscendune, thou mayst save thy life on one 
ondition ; dost thou wish to live 1 " 

The thought of home and friends, of his mother, awoke 
a his breast, and he replied — 

" Yes, for the sake of those who love me." 

" I know nought of them, neither must thou henceforth, 
»ut thou mayst live if thou wilt join our nation and 
enounce thy Christianity ; for I, who have no son, and seek 
ne, will even adopt thee." 

^ I cannot deny my faith." 

^ Dost thou not fear the pain, the sharp arrows with 
rhich they will pierce thee % " 

"^ I fear them, but I fear eternal death more ; God help 
ae!" 

He repeated these last words over and oivex ^jgKOi^^sSkM 
he straggle were very sore. 
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" Decide," said Sidroc 

'' I have decided — ^^ In manus tnas, Domine/' he breathed 
out, '' commendo spiritum meum." 

^Let fly," cried the chieftain, ''and let the obstinate 
young fool know what death is." 

Arrow after arrow sped through the air and pierced the 
legs and arms of the martyr boy, for it was the cruel 
amusement of the Danes to avoid the vital parts in their 
living target. The frame of .the sufferer quivered with 
agony, while the lip seemed striving to form the holy 
name, which has given strength to thousands of martyrs, 
whether at the stake, beneath the ferocious beast, or in 
whatsoever manner it has pleased God to make His strength 
perfect in weakness. 

Then Alfgar saw what was the marvellous power of 
Christianity, and beheld a heroism utterly beyond the fierce 
excitement which nerved his countrymen for their scenes of 
carnage and blood; not one of his pagan Mends could 
have suffered as calmly, as patiently — ^it seemed easier for 
the sufferer to bear than for Alfgar to look on ; once or 
twice the latter gave audible vent to his emotions, but the 
look which Bertric turned upon him spoke volumes, and he 
restrained himself lest he should add to the pain of the 
victim. He knew not then that the example before him 
would nerve him in moments of severest trial, then fiwt 
approaching, that the one accusation urged against the 
Cluistians, which he had felt most keenly, that of cowardice, 
was answered in the weak yet valiant boy, who found 
strength in the name of Christ to endure all for His sake ; 
neither did his fierce countrymen know that they were pre- 
paring a disappointment for the pagan Anlaf, and for all 
those of his house and lineage. 

We cannot enter more closely into the secret which 

gave the martyr his strength ; we know not the visions of 

heavenly joy which may have overpowered the present 

pain; we know not whether He who gave this elaborate 

framework of flesh and "blood, iierv^ «ji^ «axsw ^TssaasaoJkSssisJL^ 
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suspended the full operation of His laws, as is elsewhere 
recorded of other martyrs. Certain it is, that sooner than 
relinquish Him, Bertric, like Saint Edmund nearly two 
centuries earlier, yielded his life to the rage of the enemies 
of His Lord.* The struggle was sharp but short, for Sidroc, 
to the surprise, and we must add the disgust, of his com- 
patriots, seized a bow and sent an arrow straight to the 
heart. One nervous shudder passed through the limbs, and 
all was still ; they had killed the body^ and had no more 
that they could do. 

Alfgar gazed with reverence, as well as love, upon the 
calm features from which the expression of pain had wholly 
passed ; the light of the fire, mingling strangely with that of 
the rising full moon, illumined them in this their first day 
of nothingness, for the spirit which had lived and dwelt in 
the tabernacle of clay had fled Yet there was a wondrous 
beauty still lingering over them ; they seemed etherialised — 
as if an angel's smile had last stirred their lines, when the 
spirit went forth, and left its imprint of wonder, joy, 
and awe thereon; and Alfgar instinctively turned from 
them to the blue depths of heaven above, where a few stars 
were visible, although dimmed by the moonlight ; and he 
seemed to trace his beloved Bertric's passage to the realms 
of bliss. A light wind made music in the upper branches 
of the oaks, and it seemed to him like the rush of angels' 
wings. 

It had often been a sharp struggle to him, nursed in 
heroic times, learned in battle songs, and of the very blood 
of the vikings, to avoid the feeling that Christianity was 
not the religion of the brave ; now the difficulty was over, 
and who shall say that the first joy of the martyr's soul 
was not the knowledge that his sufferings had already 
borne such fruit to Grod? 

And not only was Alfgar reconciled to the reproach of 
the Cross, he was also content to be an Englishman, if not 
in blood, at least in affection and sympathy aa m ^Xkon. 

*8ee Note D.— Death of S. Edmxaid. 
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An hour passed away ; the body remained affixed to the 
tree ; the night grew darker, and the hour approached when, 
under ordinary circumstances, people retired to rest, and 
the band commenced its preparations for carrying out the 
attack upon ^scendune. 

One hope Alfgar had, and that not a faint one: he 
knew that the two theows had escaped unnoticed, and 
that they would give warning in time for either defence or 
escape; their strength at ^scendune was but slight for 
the former, all the able-bodied men were absent at the seat 
of war. 

In the excitement of the last hour Alfgar had almost 
forgotten the meeting before him, but now it occupied his 
thoughts fully, and he began to expect the arrival of 
Anlaf each moment. He learned from the conversation 
around him that he and a portion of the band had gone to 
reconnoitre the position of the prey. 

While Sidroc was somewhat impatiently expecting the 
arrival of his coadjutor, the cry of a raven was heard ; it 
proved to be the signal for the party to advance, and 
Sidroc and his men obeyed at once. 

But all their horses were left picketed by the stream, 
under the care of three of the youngest warriors, and there 
Alfgar was left, safely bound to a tree, for his captors could 
not trust him. 

He was strongly, but not cruelly bound; it evidently was 
not intended to hurt him, only to secure him, and he could 
see that one of the warriors was especially charged to 
guard him. 

Oh, how anxiously he strained the senses of sight and 
hearing for news from the forest party ! could he but have 
given (me warning, he would willingly have died like 
Bertric; all was silence — dread silence — ^the sleeping woods 
around gave no token of their dread inmates. 

An hour and a half must have passed, when a bright 
^igtit, increasing each minute in. intensity, appeared through 
the trees — then a loud and staiVAm^ crj wo^^t — «S\«t ^\svsk 
aU was silence. 
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The light seemed to increase in extent and to have two 
chief centres of its brilliancy, and Alfgar guessed them to 
be the hall and the priory. 

But no screams of distress or agony pierced the air 
from two hundred women and children, and Alfgar hoped, 
oh, so earnestly ! that they might have escaped, warned in 
time by the theows. 

With this hope he was forced to rest content, as hour 
after hour rolled by, and at length the footsteps of a 
returning party were heard. 

It proved to be only a detachment of the fifty, sent to 
bring horses to be loaded with the spoil. Alfgar listened 
intently to gain information, and heard enough to show 
that the Danes had been disappointed in some way, pro- 
bably in their thirst for blood. 

" But how (mid they have known we were coming % We 
have marched through a hundred miles of the most desolate 
country we could find, and have come faster than any one 
could have carried the information." Such seemed to be 
the substance of the complaint of the warriors on guard, 
from which Alfgar felt justified in believing in the escape 
of the theows, and the consequent deliverance of the people, 
if not of the place. 

Half the horses were taken to fetch the plunder, the 
other half left where they were, for the spot was con- 
veniently situated, and the distance from -^scendune only 
about two miles. 

When they had gone, Alfgar heard his guards talking 
together. 

" What did they say, Hinguar ? — ^not any blood 1 " 

" No, but plenty of plunder." 

" That is not enough, we want revenge. Odin and Thor 
will not know their children ; our spears should not be 
bright." 

" They must have been forewarned \ Eric said that they 
had taken away a gre&t many things." 

" Whjr could we not trace them % " 
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^ Because there is no tiine ; we are too far from the 
army and fleet ; we most return immediately, before the 
country takes the alarm ; remember we are only fifty." 

" Yes, but mounted upon the best horses, and tiie first 
warriors of our family ; we may take some plunder, and 
send a few Englishmen to Niffelheim, before we get back ; 
Anlaf would not let us stay to touch anything as we 
came." 

'* No ; all his desire was to get to this .^Iscendune." 

'* Then the lad whom we made into a target is the only 
victim, while our kinsfolk's blood, shed near here, cries for 
yengeance." 

" He died bravely." 

" Yes, that is a Christian's kind of courage." 

" Well, perhaps some day they wiU learn to fight, and 
then " 

'^ Their songs tell them of an Alfred who defeated our 
best warriors." 

" That was long ago ; if you go back far enough these 
English were sea kings before they were spoiled by becom- 
ing Christians." 

" Hush ; I think I hear steps." 

" Who comes 1" cried one of the guards, challenging a 
new comer. 

" I, Anlaf, your chief" 

And the father of Alfgar appeared on the scene. 

Of average height, Anlaf possessed vast muscular powers ; 
his sinews stood out like tight cords, and his frame, although 
robust, was yet such that there seemed no useless flesh 
about him. His hair was a deep grizzled red, as also his 
beard, and his eyes were of the same tinge, his nose some- 
what aquiline, and his whole features, weatherworn as 
they were, were those of one bom to command, while they 
lacked the sheer brutality of expression so conspicuous in 
some of his subordinates. 

He addressed a few wotda to tlvft ^oaxds^ and they led 
him to Alfgax. 
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'' Cat him loose/' lie said 

They did so. 

He looked mournfully yet sternly on the youth, who 
himself trembled all over with emotion. 

" Alfgar," he said, "do I indeed see my son?" 

" You do, my father." 

" Follow me; nay, you are wounded — lean on my arm." 

" Alfgar's thigh had, it will be remembered, been pierced 
by an arrow, but the wound was not deep, and with his 
father's assistance he could proceed. He knew where 
Anlaf led. At length they came upon a deserted clearing, 
and there he paused until Alfgar, who could scarcely keep 
up, stood by his side. 

Before them the moonbeams fell upon a dark charred 
mass of ruins in the centre of the space. 

" This is the spot where father and son should meet 
again," said Anlaf, and he embraced his son. 



CHAPTER VIL 

FATHER AND SON. 

" Here, my son," said the old warrior, as he pointed out 
the blackened ruins, " here stood our home, where now the 
screech owl haunts, and the wolf has its den. There^ where 
the broken shaft yet remains, was the chamber in which 
thou first sawest the light, and wherein thy mother died ; 
iherey where snake and toad have their home, was the great 
hall. Surely the moonbeams fall more peacefully on the 
spot now all has been avenged, and the halls of the mur- 
derers have fallen in their turn. But how did'st thm 
escape ? " 

" The folk of -^cendune saved me, father." 

" But how ; from the burning pile 1" 

" Nay. I had spent the previous day with them, and 
returned home only in time to find the place in flames. 
The enemy seized me, and would have slain me, but Elf- 
wyn and his brother, Father Cuthbert, delivered me ; and 
now thou hast slain their Bertric, and burnt both hall and 
priory." 

" Think not that I owe them gratitude for aught they 
have done. They tampered with thy faith, I now appre- 
hend, even before the night of S. Brice, and perhaps drew 
from thee the knowledge which enabled them to surprise 
so large a party in my house. But all this was to make 
thee abandon the gods of thy fathers, and to inflict the 
worst injury they could upon a warrior. I trust they have 
failed ? '' ^ 

''Father, I am a C\mst\aa\'' 
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" Say not that again, boy, if thou would not have me 
kiU thee." 

^ I can but say it, father. In all that touches not my 
faith and duty as a Christian, I am bound to love, honour, 
and obey you. But our religion forbids me to nourish 
revenge." 

" Of what religion, pray, were they who would have 
slain thy father on S. Brice's night 1 " 

Alfgar hung his head. 

" When Christians practise themselves what they teach, 
then we will heed their pretensions, but not till then. 
Their religion is but a cloak for their cowardice, and they 
put it aside as a man throws away a useless garment when 
they have the chance of slaying their foes without danger." 

" There are good and bad Christians, father." 

" Commend me to the bad ones then. Do not speak 
to me of a religion which makes men cowards and slaves. 
These English were warriors once, till the Pope and his 
bishops converted them, and now what are they, cruel and 
treacherous as ever, only without the courage of men 1 " 

Alfgar felt the injustice of all this, and with the example 
of Bertric in his mind, he cared not for the accusation of 
cowardice. 

" Here, then, my boy, on this spot where thou wert once 
cradled, renounce all these Christian follies and supersti- 
tionSy and thou shalt go back with me to the camp of King 
Sweyn, where thou shalt be received as the descendant of 
warrior kings, and shalt forget that thou, the falcon, wert 
ever the inmate of the dovecote." 

There was a time when this temptation would have 
been almost irresistible, but that time was over, and after 
one earnest prayer for strength from above, Alfgar replied. 

"My father, if you claim my obedience, I must even go 
with you to your people, but it will be to my death. I 
have said I am a Christian." 

" And dost thou tMnk I have found tiiee — ^ftiee,^ ^t5^ 
son — to part with thee again so easily 1 nay, ^ow. otX* «sA 




Unm shklt be the 

tiij mnoestois have 

Aeeudi shall oover thee 



-^ TboiL ^asc AJi fear deask dften I* 

"^TkuiK baa \A omt htMad thpf opc who did not fear 
1^ fine ^tkt asaztrr s dealh.'* 

"^IXxsc ^oa nem Bextnc of .^seendiine f ." 

"^ I do ; ^ej dew him. cxndlT, ahhong^ neither he nor 
his haT!^ erer deak crndh- with Uit pec^pleL" 

"^ Jly ^ftopktf wh J not mbt people t ait thon ashamed of 
thr kindred!" 

* Of their cnidtT and treachaj." 

Anlaf laughed aloiid. 

"^ CrndtT and treacheiT indeed ! and canst thou say that 
ken t who set the exanqile in this place I Come boy, come," 
he continaed, *^ I will lead thee to those who shall soon talk 
or diire all this Christian nonsense out of your young head ; 
meanwhile, do not disgrace yourself and me by attempting 
to escape." 

Alfgar sighed, and accompanied his father, so inoppor- 
tunely found, back to the camp. 

Arrived there, the word was given at once to mount, 
and the whole party started on the return journey to the 
soutL Alfgar cast a longing glance behind at the spot 
where he knew all that was mortal of poor Bertric was left^ 
to be, so far as the Danes cared, the prey of the wolf or the 
kite ; but the young Dane knew well that, if any were yet 
alive at ^eEscendune, the hallowed temple of the martyr 
would not want its due honour. 

All his heart was with his English friends ; he felt that 
in going to the Danish camp he was really going to his 
death, for although within a few years the conversion of 
the Northmen took place, yet at this period their hatred of 
Chriatianity was simply feiodovi^, and his father belonged 
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to the old heathen conservatives of his day, as did all his 
kinsfolk. 

'' O .^cendune, once happy .^cendune I " was the 
thought, the bitter thought, as each hour placed a larger 
barrier of space between Alfgar and his late home ; all its 
happy memories came freshly back upon him, and particu- 
larly the thought of Ethelgiva, his betrothed, from whom he 
was so ruthlessly torn, torn as if he left part of himself 
behind. 

They reached the confines of the forest by daybreak. 
Before them stretched an open country, where wild heaths 
alternated with corn-fields, and wooded hills were of fre- 
quent occurrence upon the landscape. 

All at once a signal of caution was given, and the whole 
party retired again within the cover of the wood, where 
they could see, for they were on an eminence, the whole 
district before them without being seen. 

A body of fifty EngHsh soldiers was passing on the road, 
which lay at the distance of a few hundred yards only, 
travelling at a considerable speed, as if they anticipated the 
emergency of -^cendune, and hurried to the rescue. 
Alfgar knew them at once; they were Elfwyn and his troops; 
oh, if they had but arrived earlier, thought he, and started to 
see how completely English his sympathies were. The Danes 
found it hard to repress their laughter at the thought of 
the reception which awaited the travellers at home ; they 
had no idea of spoiling it by attacking them, although the 
numbers were about equal ; besides, they had got all the 
plunder and' spoil, and a battle would only endanger the 
success already obtained. So they lay in cover until the 
last straggler had disappeared in the direction of -^Escen- 
diine, and then continued their course, with many a jest at 
the expense of the EnglisL 

Aniaf watched his son ; he knew what his feelings were, 
and his thoughts were bitter as he felt that, could Alfgar 
have been consulted, he would be in that T£iii^\i^\i^TAL, 

That night they arrived on the bajaks oi t\i^ T[i"»saR»^ 
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near Eeading, the border of Mercia. Their passage had been 
quite unopposed j all the fighting men were in Wessex ; and 
tiiose who had seen the Danish party had fled with terror 
— ^they had not stopped long to plunder, but had speared 
one or two unfortunate victims who fell in their way, a 
sight which sickened Alfgar. 

The following day they continued their march to the 
south-east, sometimes hiding in woods, for the coimtry was 
mainly occupied by Ethelred's troops ; sometimes pursued by 
larger bodies of horsemen, but always successful in dis- 
tancing them, until, at the approach of eventide, they came 
in sight of the entrenched camp of the northern host. 
The spot was on the northern borders of the ancient kingdom 
of Sussex — the land of the Saxon Ella — a spot marvellously 
favoured by nature, occupying the summit of a low hill, 
which commanded a wide prospect on all sides, while itself 
almost impregnable when fortified, as it was, by ditches 
and mounds, dug in the usual Danish fashion, ^for the 
Danes owed much of their success to their skill in forti- 
fication. 

Beautiful in time of peace was the country around, but 
its desolation was sufficient to sicken the heart. Blackened 
ruins lay on every side for miles ; nay, they had disfigured 
the whole day's journey. Scarcely a town or hall, unless 
strongly fortified, had they seen standing, and this for nearly 
fifty miles. 

Within this fortified enclosure the Northmen had col- 
lected abundance of spoil, and there they detained many 
prisoners, whom they held to ransom, putting them to death 
with the utmost cruelty if the money were not forthcoming 
at the stipulated time. 

When the party of Anlaf arrived at the northern gate, 
crossing the summit of the ascent on that side, they found 
it open and almost unguarded, so slight was the danger 
from the dispirited English — now too accustomed to the idea 
of sk foe in the heart of tk© laiid. "EdtftriiL^, they beheld a 
Btir&nge scene ; huts rudely coiia\>x\]LcXfc^ oi ^^ "Xstajckj^asb^ ^1 
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trees, intermingled sparingly with tents, were disposed at 
regolar intervals. In the centre, where the main streets 
crossed, was the royal tent, with the raven banner floating 
therefrom; and there, at that moment, was the savage 
tyrant Sweyn in person. 

Sweyn was the son of Harold Bluetooth, who reigned 
in Denmark fifty years, from A.D. 935-985, and who in his 
old age became a Christian and strove to convert his sub- 
jects. But the ferocious warriors rebelled against him, and 
were headed by his unnatural son, Sweyn, who, although 
baptized, renounced Christianity, and fought to restore the 
blood-stained worship so congenial to the heart of a sea- 
king. Defeated in battle, the unhappy father fled for his 
life, and fled in vain, for he was either murdered or died of 
his wounds. 

Sweyn then became king, restored idolatry, and gratified 
to the full the fell instincts of his savage followers. His 
great object was now not merely to plunder, but to conquer 
England, and all his campaigns were so directed as to 
reduce province after province. Sussex and Kent were 
now wholly powerless; East Anglia was little better ; Wessex 
trembled, for every inlet was a path for the robbers, and 
the turn of Mercia drew near. 

Sweyn stood at the door of his tent, leaning upon his 
ponderous battle-axe ; around him were two or three war- 
riors, whose grey hairs had not softened the look of ferocity 
so plainly stamped upon their faces. 

The king was not in armour, but wore a kind of close- 
fitting tunic, descending to the knees, and leggings leaving 
the legs bare above the knees. A rich mantle was thrown 
over the tunic, for it was cold. 

By his side, similarly dressed, stood his son, the hopeful 
Canute, the future King of England, then only in his twelfth 
year, but already showing himself a true cub of the old tiger 
in fierceness and valour, yet not devoid of nobler and gentler 
virtues, as he aftenrards showed. 

^ Welcome, Anhf/' cried Sweyn, as Tie »^"s? ^'b ^«s?^ 
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arrive ; " welcome, hast thou enjoyed thy holiday in 
Mercia 1 " 

" Bravely, my king, the ravens have tasted flesL" 

" No need to tell me ihaJL ; thy revenge, then, is accom- 
plished. Hast thou found thy son % " 

'^ He is with me, my lord, but their saints must have 
warned the English of our approach. We burnt the place, 
but the people were not in it. Their cries would have been 
music in our ears." 

"Perhaps S. Brice told them you were coming; the 
English have a veneration for him," said Sweyn, bitterly. 

They both laughed a }Mefr laugh, for both had suffered 
by the massacre in the persons of kinsfolks. 

" But is this young springal thy long-lost son ? he is like 
thee, even as a tame falcon is like, and yet unlike, the free 
wild bird" 

" He is my son ;" and Anlaf introduced Alfgar. 

The youth made his salutations, not ungracefully, yet 
with an air of reserve which the king noticed. 

" I thought S. Brice had got him long ago, and feared 
thou wert on a wild-goose chase." 

" It is a long tale to tell now, my liege." 

" Have they Christianised him ?" said the king, with a 
sly look. 

" He will soon lose that," replied Anlaf. 

" Yes," said the king ; " we know a way of curing the 
folly," when, even as he spoke, a spasm, as of mental agony, 
passed over him, and he shook like an aspen, but it was 
gone in a minute. 

Was it the fate of his father which was thus avenged % 

Every one looked aside and pretended not to notice the 
fact, and Anlaf, having made his homage, retired, leading 
Alfgar. 

" You see, my son," commenced the old warrior, as he 
led his recovered boy to his own quarters, " how useless it 
would be for you to struggle against the tide, such a tide 
as DO swimmer could "bxeaat." 
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" If lie could not swim, it would be easy to drown," 
said Alfgar, and there was such a despairing utterance in 
his tone, that his father was checked. 

The quarters of Anlaf were in the north-western angle 
of the camp ; they consisted of huts hastily constructed from 
the material which the neighbouring woods supplied, and one 
or two tents, the best of which, stolen property, appertained 
to the chieftain. 

Over a wide extent of desolated land, beautiful in its 
general outline, where the eye could not penetrate to details, 
looked the prospect. The round gently-swelling Sussex 
downs rose on the southern horizon, guarding the sea, while 
around them were once cultivated fields which the foe had 
reaped, while quick streams wound in between the gentle 
elevations, crowned with wood, and here and there the 
mere spread its lake-like form. The sun was now sinking 
behind the huge rounded forms of some chalk hills in the 
west, when the camp became gradually illuminated by the 
light of numberless fires, whereat oxen were roasted whole, 
and partridges and hares by the dozen, for the Danes were 
voracious in their appetites. 

In Anlaf s quarters one huge fire blazed for all. Alfgar 
seemed the only silent member of the company ; the warriors 
related their successes, and boasted of their exploits, and 
the bards sang their ferocious ditties, until all were tired, 
and the quiet moon looked down upon the sleeping camp. 

O the contrast — ^the calm passionless aspect of the 
heavens, and the human pandemonium beneath ! 



CHAPTER Vm. 

FATHER CTJTHBERT'S DIARY. 

S. Matthew's Day, 1006. — ^It is with a heavy heart that 
I take up my pen to write the events of the last few day& 
They have been so calamitous, so unexpected. We have 
heard of such things afar off, we had prayed for our brethren 
in Wessex, exposed to similar calamities, and now they 
have fallen upon us personally. May GU)d, who alone is 
sufficient for these things, give us strength to bear all for 
His name's sake. 

It was a fortnight ago, and our harvest was all gathered 
in. God had blessed our increase, and our gamers were 
full with all manner of store; women and children had 
mainly been the reapers, but the Lady Hilda herself had 
been present amongst them, and so had her daughter, my 
niece, Ethelgiva, even sometimes labouring with their own 
hands. 

Alfgar and Bertric had worked like common serfs, and 
did themselves honour thereby, for true nobility lies not 
in being idle, save in the field of battle, as the bloody 
Northmen vainly think. 

Well, the work was over, and we had a mass of thanks- 
giving, after which Bertric and Alfgar went hunting in the 
forest. In the evening there was a harvest home ; it was of 
course a strange one without the men, who were afar off, 
fighting for their country, but we tried to be thankful for 
mercies vouchsafed, and I and Father Adhelm were there 
to bless the food. 

We found a large paity aaaeiQ^<fe^ — ^ Tsxss£^^\s^d.Q^^as 
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the hall would contain. My sister, the Lady Hilda, was 
somewhat uneasy, because -AJfgar and Bertric were not yet 
back, but still not much alarmed, for what harm could 
befall such lads in the woods ? So I blessed the food and 
the feast commenced. 

Eating and drinking were over, and the old gleeman, 
striking his harp, was beginning a song of harvest-home, 
when in rushed the two young theows who had gone out 
with Alfgar and Bertric, with the startling intelligence that 
there was a band of Northmen lurking in the woods, who 
had seized their young lords, and were, they thought, bent 
on attacking the place. 

Words of mine cannot paint the terror and dismay the 
tidings caused ; the scene of distress and fear is yet before 
my eyes as I write. One woman rose superior to fear — ^the 
Lady Hilda ; aided by her, I stilled the tumult, and we took 
hasty coimsel together. 

Nothing could be done for the poor lads, and the pre- 
seryation of the lives of the whole population depended 
upon our promptitude. It was wonderful to see how the 
mother stifled her agony in her own breast, while she strove 
to remember that, in the absence of her lord, she was in 
charge of the safety of all her people, and the mother of all. 
I had already interrogated the two churls ; their story was 
but too evidently true ; and I learned that they had dis- 
covered the footmarks of the Northmen in crossing a ford ; 
that afterwards, while returning hastily home, they stumbled 
upon them, and Alfgar and Bertric were taken. The party 
were evidently awaiting the approach of night, and were 
doubtless bent on attacking the castle and village. 

Fifty men ! and how could we resist them 1 The poor 
old gleemen expressed their readiness to fight for the old 
hall, and so did even the boys ; but these accursed pagans 
are the very spawn of the evil one, and fight like fiends, 
whom they equal in skill, so that I saw at once there was 
no chance in resistance. 

But there was safety in retreat and. E^^^^ «£A "voAsBt 
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our circumstances no dishonour in so seeking it. So I saw 
the path clear at once, and not a minute too soon. 

In the depths of the forest, about ten miles from 
.^Iscendune, in the opposite direction to that in which the 
enemy lay, is a solitary valley, surrounded by such morasses 
and quagmires that only those who know the paths could 
safely journey thither. But the valley is fertile, and my 
father years ago built a substantial farm-house with out- 
buildings there, which has ever since been occupied by our 
chief forester. 

Thither I saw at once the whole party must retreat^ 
alike from the hall, the priory, and the village. In such a 
way only could they hope to escape the wretches to whom 
bloodshed and cruelty are pastimes. 

Yet I was deeply puzzled to imderstand what motive 
could have brought a war party so far, and why they had 
passed so many flourishing homes to come to poor secluded 
.^cendune. Surely, thought I, there is some great mystery 
hidden in this, which time may perhaps show. 

In a brief space of time, shorter, indeed, than under 
other circumstances we should have conceived possible, 
everything was prepared; horses were loaded with pro- 
visions and all things necessary for immediate use. Old 
men and children were also mounted, who could not other- 
wise travel, and we started. It was indeed painful to part 
from home, and to leave all we had to the mercy of the 
Danes, but " skin for skin, all that a man hath will he give 
for his life." 

So soon as I saw the party safely away from the town, 
I left them under the guidance of some ancient foresters, 
who knew every woodland path, and hastened to my 
brethren, who had been duly forewarned, and were awaiting 
my arrival. I found them prepared for immediate de- 
. parture. We had a large flat-bottomed boat on the river 
which washes the monastery garden ; they had placed all 
the sacred vessels and the treasure of the priory therein, 
and had sent the novices ouSl la.^ >st^^O!Ki«viL \ft ^a^'^asL >3siRk 
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safety with the rest in the woods, only the brethren, pro- 
perly so called, remaining. 

And now, ready for immediate flight, we went forth 
with calm composure, which God sent us. Then, upon the 
brink of the stream, we stopped and listened. No sound 
broke the dread silence of the night, and we stood in 
perfect quiet for some minutes. 

At last we heard the sound of muffled footsteps, as of 
those who sneak about on the devil's work, approaching 
the priory, and we pushed the boat into the stream. The 
moon had not yet arisen ; it was quite dark. It was the 
onfy boat near. 

We knew well what they were doing, — surrounding 
the priory to prevent any chance of escape, supposing, of 
course, that their victims would be within. Tbis accom- 
plished, they knocked loudly at the doors, and receiving no 
answer, raised their fierce battle-cry, and looked, happily 
in vain, for the pallid faces they expected to see at windows 
or loopholes. Then they proceeded to break the doors 
down with their battle-axes. A similar din, beginning a 
moment before, told us that the hall and the priory were 
simultaneously attacked. 

We had heard enough. We let the boat drop down 
the stream till we reached a small island, where we waited 
to see the end, praising the Lord who had not deHvered us 
over for a prey unto their teetk 

While we waited in suspense, we saw a fierce light 
flash forth from the hall, and perceived that, having plun- 
dered it of all that was portable, they had fired it in many 
places at once ; and while we looked, we saw our own once 
happy home share the same fate, and emulate the hall in 
sending forth its volume of ruddy flame towards the skies. 

This we had waited for, and we held council, and 
decided that, having no home, the brethren should depart 
with the sacred vessels and treasure to the mother house 
at Abingdon, while I remained, as also 7al\i€t Mk^bW^^^ 
minister to ouraMcted flock in the woods a&\)^&\) "^^ iccv^p^ 

F 



66 ALFGAR THE DANE. 

Alas for oar poor priory ! the f oimdation of Offa and 
Ella, once the light of the neighbourhood ! but now our 
candlestick is removed out of its place. 

Our minds being made up as to the course to be pur- 
sued, we rowed quietly down the stream, fearing pursuit 

Down the stream about two hours' journey, an old 
Eoman road, leading southward, crossed the river, where a 
bridge had once existed, long since swept away by time, 
but there was a tolerable ford quite saie, save in winter 
floods. 

Hard by stood a hosteliy, and thither we journeyed in 
our heavily-laden bark. 

The light of the conflagration grew dimmer as we 
rowed down the stream, but it still lighted up the heavens 
with an angry glare. It was yet deep night when we 
drew near the inn, and we lay awhile on our oars, to listen 
for signs of pursuit ; but there was nought to disturb the 
dead silence of the night, so we proceeded. 

All the household were buried in sleep when we 
knocked at the doors, — a proof that they had not observed 
the redness in the skies, or little sleep, I trow, would they 
have taken. 

We were so exhausted with the fatigues and excitement 
of the enemy, that we hailed this lonely habitation as a 
little Zoar. It showed how safe people were feeling in 
Mercia, that we could not wake the good people for a 
long time, and we were getting impatient, for they seemed 
like the seven holy sleepers of Ephesus, awaiting the cessa- 
tion of persecution. I wish we could all sleep like those 
Ephesians, and awake in better days. 

But their dogs were awake, and saluted us with a voci- 
ferous barking, and would not allow us to land until they 
were driven away by the oars which our theows used with 
much effect upon their hides. 

At last a window was thrown open above. 

** Who are you who travel at this time of night 1" sttd 
& voice, which tried to "be toccL 
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^ The poor brethren of S. Benedict from .ZEscen- 
dune." 

" Now the saints help thy lying tongue," thus irreve- 
rently he spoke^ " do holy men travel like robbers in dead 
of night ?" 

" Look, my brother, over the tree tops, and you may 
learn the cause of our wanderings ; dost thou not even yet 
see the angry glare in the heavans ? It is from uSlscendune ; 
the Danes have burned it" 

" Grood lack, poor -^Iscendune ! and the people % " 

" Are all safe, we trust, in body." 

" God be praised \ " and the host hurried down and 
admitted us. His wife hasted to light a good fire, and to 
prepare us a breakfast ; in short, we had fallen amongst the 
faithful, and we met great hospitality, for which may God 
repay the worthy host, Goodman Wiglaf. 

We were so fatigued in mind and body that we no 
sooner lay down than we fell asleep, and slept until the sun 
was high in the heavens. 

Wiglaf watched the river jealously to see that no foe 
pursued ; but, as we afterwards learned, they had other 
things to think o£ 

The road which ran across the river at this spot continued 
southward into Wessex, and, so far as we could learn, was 
free from danger, so I determined to send my brethren to 
Abingdon by easy stages along its course, while I turned 
back with Father Adhelm, to share the misfortunes of my 
kindred and lay brethren in the woods. So we embraced 
each other and parted ; and we two watched, with loving 
hearts, until the glades of the forest hid our brethren, dear 
to us in the Lord, from our sight, dimmed as were our eyes 
with tears. Then we plucked up our courage, and turned 
our thoughts to those others, dear and near to us, who had 
taken to the woods, where it was again our duty to seek 
them. 

Wiglaf rowed us back in alight skiff up like ^\xe»sai^w<;A> 
mlhoat much proteat, for he feared the Baae^ -woxi^flL «sqs^ 
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catch US, and at eveiy bend of the stream he crept round, as 
if he expected to see a fleet of boats sweep towards us, 
while he kept in the middle, as if dreading an arrow from 
every bush. At length we reached the immediate neigh- 
bourhood, over which the smoke still hung like a black paD. 
Here Father Adhelm and I landed, and, giving Wiglaf our 
blessing, bade him depart in peace, which the good soul 
flatly refused to do until assured of our safety. 

So, hiding the boat behind some bushes, we crept for- 
ward together, till, getting through the underwood, we came 
to the edge of the covert. 

Before us lay the fated village, one mass of deformed 
and blackened ruins, from which the dark smoke ceaselessly 
arose, and made the air painful to breathe. 

But there was no sign of life ; no living thing seemed to 
breathe there ; the place seemed abandoned for ever. It was 
a dull day, dull as the gloom which was upon our spirits ; 
the very heavens seemed to have put on fimeral attire, and 
the chilly wind which swept over the scene seemed quite at 
home. 

We emerged cautiously from our cover, and soon stood 
where, a few days before, the priory had risen, beautiful 
before God ; it was but a huge pile of blackened timber and 
stone ; and even more conspicuous above aU other ruins, by 
the black smoke it still sent forth, was that which had been 
the hall. 

While we stood and pondered, Wigls^ suddenly started. 

^ I hear the tramp of men," he said. 

Then I listened, and distinctly heard the footfall of men 
and horses. We paused; it drew nearer. We were on the 
point of taking to the woods again, when I thought I 
caught the sound of the word of command in the Enghsh 
tongue, and the voice seemed familiar. 

We advanced stiU cautiously amongst the ruins, until 
we saw fifty or sixty horsemen cross the wooden bridge 
which the Danes had left xmm^vu^ed^ and advance with 
J^oiTor-stricken faces. 
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They were my brother and his men. 

I recognised Elfwyn amongst them. I rushed up to 
him, and our tears mingled together. 

" They are safe, are safe," I cried. 

" Thank God!" broke from many an overcharged heart. 

" But where are they ? where are they 1 " 

"Safe at the forest farm, protected by brake and 
morass ; and now tell me how came you here ? " 

Tidings arrived at head-quarters that a small party of 
Danes were making an incursion into Mercia, riding as 
rapidly as they could, and I obtained Edric Streom's leave 
to pursue them, with great difficulty I can tell you, and he 
would only allow me then to take fifty men." 

" Why 1" 

"He affected to disbelieve the intelligence, and said 
sarcastically that the safety of Wessex could not be neglected 
for iEscendune. The Northmen would never hurt a place 
which had so distinguished itself on S. Brice's day." 

Here he sighed heavily. 

" Elfvryn," I said, " my brother, we must not be ungrate- 
ful to Gk)d. Here are ruins indeed^ but they cover no dead 
bodies ; all have escaped." 

" No, Cuthbert, not alL" 

I was silent, for I thought of Bertric. 

" We have buried him, Cuthbert, in God's peace, in the 
place he hallowed by his blood." 

I saw the tears stream down his manly cheeks. My 
voice grew so hoarse, somehow, that I could not ask a 
question. 

" I will tell you all we have seen by and by, not now. 
I could not bear it ;" and he covered his face with his hands. 

" How did he die ]" I stammered at last. 

" Like S. Edmund." 

I asked no more, but I hope the martyr will forgive me 
the tears I shed. I know I ought to rejoice that he has 
gained his crown^ but I cannot yet. I Bh8i\i\^ %!c^<^ ^i^isi^ 
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"How could they find the path through the woods, 
Cuthbert ? " asked my brother ; " how did tibey know the 
fords % " 

The same question had occurred to me. 

Then the words of the churl Beom, who had been 
taken prisoner, as the messenger had told us, came fresh to 
my mind. 

" Elfwyn," said I, " do you remember Beom ? " 

He looked earnestly at me. 

"Did he not say that his captors asked particularly 
about .^cendune, and that the name of Anlaf was men- 
tioned, and inquiries made concerning Alfgar % " 

« He did." 

" It is the curse of S. Brice's night" 

" Fallen upon the innocent." 

" Leave it to God," said I. 

" I will try ; let us go to my people." 

And we arose and took the path through the woods, 
sorrowing for the news we must carry, and still uncertain 
about the fate of Alfgar. 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE CAMP OF THE DANES. 

It was the noontide heat, and two Danish warriors re- 
clined under the shadow of an ancient beech, hard by the 
entrenched camp of the Danes, a few days after the arrival 
of Alfgar therein. Their spears lay idly on the grass, as if 
there were no foe to dread, and the land were their own ; 
they seemed deeply engrossed in conversation. 

" Well, Anlaf, and when is your son going to give up 
his Christianity ? " 

" You are in a great hurry, Sidroc." 

" Nay, all the camp inquires." 

" They must wait." 

" How long ] " 

" I cannot tell," said Aulaf, shifting uneasily about; "he 
is my only son, the heir of a long line of warrior princes." 

** To whom his life is a disgrace." 

"Not altogether; he is brave." 

" Would be, you mean, were he not a Christian." 

" No, he isy or he would not dare cross my path as he 
does ; death, with which I have often threatened him, does 
not seem to have much terror for him." 

"Perhaps he does not know how terrible death can 
be made. Has he ever heard of the rista 6m?* (spread 
eagile). 

" I should not value him much if I won him by fear. 
I must try other modes." 

*8ee Note R^Tbe "Eista 6m," or «*SpTea)aLlEa^<fe:' 
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" Only do not tarry ; Sweyn himself inquires how long 
his obstinacy is to be endured." 

"He must not expect that every conversion can l)e 
accomplished with as much rapidity as his own in early 
days." 

" Better not refer to that" 

" Why 1 he was baptized himself." 

" He would slay any one who reminded him of it" 

" Yes ; the curse of Harold Bluetooth, they say, was not 
a comfortable thing to get" 

" The faXh&r was a Christian in that case, and the son 
returned to the gods of his ancestors ; in your case it is 
the opposite : the first might be permitted, the last never." 

" You would not talk in that way if he were your own 
son." 

" Should I not ? listen \ I had a son, a noble, gallant boy 
of fifteen — all fire and spirit — do you know how he died I" 

" It was before we Imew each other." 

"Then I will tell you. We had been ravaging the 
Frankish coasts, and the lad got a wound in his shoulder \ 
we carried him home, for he had fought like a wolf, and the 
leeches tried to cure him, but it was all in vain ; they said 
he would never be fit to go to battle again. Poor Sigard I 
he could not bear ihity and he said one day when I was 
trying to cheer him, * No, father, I shall never be able to 
strike a good downright blow again, and I cannot live untQ 
I die a cow's death in my bed ; I will die as my fathers 
have died before me when they could no longer fight' I 
saw what he meant, but I did not like the thought, and I 
tried to change the subject, but he returned to it again and 
again, until at last he persuaded me to let him have his 
way. So we took one of our ships, stuffed it full with 
things that would bum easily, made a funereal pile on the 
deck, and laid him thereon in state, with a mantle fit for a 
king thrown over him. Then we bade him good-bye and a 
22a/>py journey to Valhalla •, he was as cheerful as if he were 
going to biB bridal ; we tri^ \^ ^^^^ ^*^^ ^^^wvssfe\j!»^ 
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but it tore my heart all the same. Then we applied the 
torch and cut the cable ; the wind blew fair, the bark stood 
out to sea. She had not got half-a-mile from shore when 
the flames burst out from every crevice of the hold ; we saw 
them surround the pile where he lay passive ; he did not 
move so far as we could see, and after that all was hidden 
from our sight in flame and smoke." 

The old warrior wa« sUent, and, in spite of his stoicism, 
Anlaf thought a tear stood in his eye. 

" So don't tell me I could not give up an only son," 
added Sidroc. 

Anlaf made no reply, but only sighed — a sign of weak- 
ness he strove to repress the moment he betrayed it. 

They walked back together to the camp, and there they 
parted. Anlaf repaired at once to his tent, and found Alfgar 
seated therein. 

" The king wishes to know when you will be enrolled 
amongst his followers." 

lie lad looked up sadly, yet firmly; the expression of 
his face, whereon filial awe contended with yet higher feel- 
ings of duty, was very touching. Anlaf felt it, and in his 
heart respected his son, while sometimes he felt furious at 
his disobedience. 

" Father, it is useless, you should not have brought me 
here, I shall live and die a Christian." 

" At all events, Alfgar, you should give more attention 
to all we have said to you, and more respect to the defenders 
of the old belief in which your ancestors were all content to 
die. What do you suppose has become of them V 

If Alfgar had been a modem Christian, he might have 
said, conscientiously enough, that he believed they would 
be judged by their light, but no such compromise in belief 
was possible then. 

'' There is no salvation save in the Church," he said, 
sorrowfully enougL 

" Then where are they ?— in hell 1" 

Alfgar was silent 
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'^ What was good enough for them is good enough for 
me, and for that matter for you too. I should be more 
comfortable there with them than with your saints and 
monks ; at all events, I will take my chance with my fore- 
fathers, cannot you do the same ? " 

" They did not know all I do." 

" All fudge and priestly pratings, begotten of idleness 
and dreams. Valhalla and Niffelheim are much more 
reasonable ; at all events they are parts of a creed which has 
made its followers the masters of the world." 

" This world." 

" The next may take its chance, if there is one, of 
which I by no means feel sure. You are throwing away the 
certainty of pleasure and glory here for an utter uncertainty; 
those rewards you will gain by submission are at your feet 
to take up ; those you will gain by a bloody death only exist 
in the imaginations of priests." 

" * Eye hath not seen, ear hath not heard, but He hath 
revealed them to us by His Spirit,'" said Alfgar in a low 
voice. 

His father was silent; the words struck him like a 
strain of weird music ; but he did not yield the point, save 
for the time, and after a pause changed the subject. 

"You have other motives than heavenly ones. You 
love a Christian maiden." 

"How do you know that?" said Alfgar, blushing to 
the temples. 

" I have lain near you at night, and you talk in your 
dreams. Now, I have yet another motive to put before 
you. You think you have cause to love the .^cendune 
people, because they saved your life. I think I have cause 
to hdU them, because they made you a Christian. Now, 
if you die in your superstition, when we invade Mercia 
they shall suffer for it." 

" They have suffered enough." 

"Naj, only in buildings, which they will restore. I 
will pursue them with unxeVeiitm^ N«a.^«DkRfc^ ^wSSs\. ^3fiA 
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death feud, till I have destroyed the accursed race 
utterly." 

"Father!" 

" If you would save them," said Anlaf, who saw he had 
made an unpression, '^ renounce your Christianity, and I 
will forget -^Escendune." 

Here he left the tent. 

The days which followed were, it may be imagined, 
very uncomfortable ones for Alfgar ; but he was not desti- 
tute of occupation. It was his father's wish that he should 
join the youth of the camp in athletic and warlike exercises. 
This he had no objection to do, and he spent nearly his 
whole time in practising the use of battle-axe, of bow, of 
spear, of sword, and shield, or in managing the war-horse, 
for the Danes had acquired cavalry tactics on stolen horses. 

Naturally quick, both of eye and hand, he learned all 
these things easily, and excited the admiration and envy 
of his companions. They became useful in time. 

In this manner nearly a month passed away, when an 
incident occurred which claims our attention. 

Strolling on the earthworks which defended the camp, 
near the royal quarters, Alfgar came unexpectedly upon 
no less a person than the king himself, in close conversation 
with a stranger. 

There was something in the form and manner of this 
stranger which even in the brief moment conveyed recog- 
nition to the mind of our hero ; and a second glance, which 
was all he dared to cast, as he withdrew from the spot, 
revealed to him the face of a traitor. 

It was Edric Streom. 

A few hours later the chieftains were all summoned to 
a council in the king's tent, and when, after a short session, 
they came forth, the general order was given to break up 
the encampment, and move towards the south-west for the 
winter, for all the resources of the country around were 
exhausted. 

The work was a laborious one. 3?Tom \Jaft ^wra. cS. ^wj ^ 
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horses, heavily laden, left the camp, loaded with the accn- 
mulated spoil of the year. Anlaf himself was very busy, 
and it was with some real alarm that Alfgar asked him 
what would happen did the English suddenly appear. 

No fear of them, boy. We have received certain in- 
telligence that their army is disbanded for want of pro- 
visions. They will not meet till the spring unless we rout 
them up." 

Alfgar knew well whence the "certain intelligence" 
came. 

Destroying and plundering, the mighty host moved 
on its way, crossing into Hampshire, and doing, as the 
chronicle says, "their old wont." Of them it might be 
said in the words of the prophet — 

'* Like Eden the land at mom they find ; 
But they leave it a desolate waste behhid." 

Whenever they found a tract of country as yet unexhausted, 
there they settled until they had exhausted it. The 
wretched inhabitants, who had fled at their approach, 
perished with hunger, unless they had strength to crawl 
to the far distance, where as yet bread might be found. 

It was the custom of the invaders to bum all their 
resting-places when they left them, and to slay all captives, 
save such as could be held to ransom, or a few whom they 
detained in slavery, till they died a worse death from want 
and ill-usage. 

Thus they moved from spot to spot, until towards the 
middle of November they reached the coast opposite the 
Isle of Wight, in which unfortunate island they decided, 
after due consideration, to winter. 

Opposite the host, across the Solent, rose the lovely 
and gentle hills of the "garden of England ;" but between 
them lay the Danish fleet, in all its grandeur, calmly float- 
ing on the water. Each of the lofty ships bore the ensign 
of its commander ; some carried at the prow the figures 
of lions, some of bulls, dolpVmia, di^cgjaxk&^ot «ira!L<^^«an^^T&^ 
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gaudily painted or even gilded; while others bore from 
their mast the ensign of voracious birds — the eagle, the 
raven — which appeared to stretch their wings as the flag 
expanded in the wind. 

The sides of the ships were also gay with bright colours, 
and as the warriors embarked and hung up their bright 
shields, grander sight was never seen. 

But chiefly Alfgar admired the ship of Sweyn, called 
the " Great Dragon." It was in the form of an enormous 
serpent; the sharp head formed the prow, with hissing 
tongue protruding forth, and the long tail tapered over the 
poop. 

In this ship Anlaf himself had his place, in deference 
to his descent, and Alfgar accompanied him. It may easily 
be imagined he would sooner have been elsewhere. 

Scarcely a fishing-boat belonging to the English could 
be discerned : the Danes made a desert around them. 

Eight years before, in the year 998, they had wintered 
on the island, and since that time had regarded it as a 
Danish colony. No English remained in it save in the 
position of slaves, and the conquerors had accumulated 
huge stores of spoil therein, while they drew their stores 
of provisions from every part of the adjacent mainland. 

" Is it not a grand sight, Alfgar % " exclaimed his father. 
" Are you not proud of your people, the true monarchs of 
the sea?" 

Alfgar was for the moment inclined to sympathise; 
but he thought of the darker side of the picture, and was 
silent. 

There was a higher glory far than all this, and it had 
left a life-long impression on his souL 



CHAPTER X. 

CARISBROOKE IN THE ELEVENTH CENTURY. 

The fleet bore the troops of savage soldiery safely — ^too 
safely — across the waters of the Solent, to the estnaiy 
fonned by the Medina, where now thousands of visitors 
seek health and repose, and the towers of Osborne crown 
the eastern eminences. A fleet may still generally be dis- 
cerned in its waters, but a fleet of pleasiire yachts; far 
different were the vessels which then sought the shelter of 
the lovely harbour, beautiful even then in all the adorn- 
ment of nature. 

There the Danes cast anchor, and the forces dispersed 
to their winter-quarters. The king and his /avouiite 
chieftains took up their abode at Carisbrooke, situate about 
eight miles up the stream, but above the spot where it 
ceases to be navigable. 

Their chosen retreat was the precincts of the old castle, 
—old even then — for it had been once a British strong- 
hold, commanding the route of the PhoBuician tin merchants 
across the island, whence its name " Caer brooke," or the 
" fort on the stream." 

The Eomans in after ages saw the importance of the posi- 
tion, fortified it yet more strongly, and made it the chief 
military post of the island, which, under their protecting care, 
enjoyed singular peace and prosperity — civilisation flourished, 
arts and letters were cultivated. The beautiful coasts and 
inlets were crowded with villas, and invalids then, as now, 
sought the invigorating breezes, from all parts of the island 
of Britam, and even from the neighbouring province of GanL 

The Eoman power fell «fc \as\», wA^Vskea. iha English 
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pirates, our own ancestors, like the Danes of our story, 
attacked the dismembered provinces of the empire, its 
wealth and position on the coast made it an early object of 
attack — ^happy those who fled early. The Anglo-Saxon 
chronicle shall tell the story of those who remained. 

" AJ>. 530. This year Cerdic and Cynric conquered the 
Isle of Wight, and slew many people at Whit-garas-byrg " 
(Carisbrooke). 

The conquering Cerdic died four years after, and his son 
Cjmric gave the island to his nephews, Stuf and Wihtgar. 
The latter died in 544, and was buried in the spot he and 
his had reddened with blood, within the Boman ramparts 
of Carisbrooke. 

It is needless to say that at that early period our 
ancestors were heathens, and the mode of their conquest 
was precisely similar to that we are now describing under 
another heathen (with less excuse), Sweyn the son of Harold. 

It was a few days after the arrival of the Danes at 
their quarters, and Alfgar stood on the rampart at the close 
of a November day ; it was S. Martin's Mass, as the fes- 
tival was then called. The sun was sinking with fading 
splendour behind the lofty downs in the west, and casting 
his departing beams on the river, the estuary, with the fleet, 
and the blue hills of Hampshire in the far distance. 

Southward and westward the view was alike shut in 
by these lofty downs, and eastward the hills rose again, 
BO as to enclose the valley, of which Carisbrooke formed 
the central feature. 

The ramparts whereon he was standing were of Eoman 
workmanship, built so solidly that they had resisted every 
attack of man or of time ; while down below lay the ruins 
of a magnificent villa, once occupied by the Boman gover- 
nor of the island. 

Anlaf appeared and stood beside his son. 

** Alfgar," he said, ** the day after to-morrow is the day 
of &Brica" 
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He paused and looked steadfastly in the face of his 
son. 

"And the king proposes to enrol you amongst his 
chosen warriors on that day ; he has marked the skill you 
have displayed in the mimic contests with spear or sword, 
your skill as a horseman, and he wishes to see whether in 
actual battle you will fulfil the promise of the parade 
ground." 

" And yet he knows my faith." 

" Alfgar," said the old man solemnly, " you must re- 
nounce it or die ; no mercy will be shown to a Christian 
on S. Brice's day; that is why the kmg ha« chosen it. 
Think, my son, over all I have told you ; you will decide 
like one who yet controls his senses, and not disgrace your 
aged father." 

" Father, I do think of you," said the poor lad ; " at 
least believe thai. I do not grieve for myself. I feel I 
could easily die for my faith, but I do grieve over the pain 
I mv^ cause you." 

The heart of the old warrior was sensibly affected by 
this appeal, but not knowing the strength of Christian 
principle, he could not reconcile it with facts, and he walked 
sadly away. 

But two days, and the dread choice had to be made — 
the crisis in the life of Alfgar, a crisis which has its parallel 
in the lives of many around us-approached, and he had 
to choose between Christ and Odin, between the death of 
the martyr and apostasy. 

He walked to and fro upon the ramparts, after his 
father left him, in the growing darkness, feebly illuminated 
by the light of a new moon. Below him, in the central area, 
a huge fire burned, whereat the evening meal was preparing 
for the royal banquet, for Sweyn and his ferocious chieftains 
were about to feast together. 

Escape was hopeless. Even had he not been bound by 

the promise given to his father, it would have been very 

difficult. He felt that his iao\K.oi^ ^«t^ ^«i(^<^ The 
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island was full of foes, their fleet occupied the Solent. No ; 
all that was lefb was to die with honour. 

But to bring such disgrace upon his father and his 
kindred ! '' Blood is thicker than water/' says the old pro- 
verb, and Alfgar could not, even had he wished, ignore the 
ties of blood; nature pleaded too strongly. But there 
was a counter-motive even there— the dying wishes of his 
mother. If his father were Danish, she was both English 
and Christian. 

Before him the alternatives were sharply defined : — 
Apostasfy, and his ancestral honours, with all that the 
sword of the conqueror could give ; and on the other hand, 
the martyr's lingering agony, but the hope of everlasting 
life after deatL 

He could picture the probable scene. The furious king, 
the scorn of the companions with whom he had vied, nay, 
whom he had excelled, in the exercises of arms, and the 
Ignominious death, perhaps that painful punishment known 
as the *' spread eagle." No^ they could not inflict that on 
one so nobly bom, the descendant of princes. 

Alas ! what might not Sweyn do in his wrath % 

"Was Christianity worth the sacrifice? Where were 
the absolute proofs of its truth % If it were of God, why 
did He not protect His people ? The heathen Saxons had 
been victorious over the Christian Britons ; and now that 
they had become Christian, the heathen Danes were vic- 
torious over them. Was this likely to happen if Christ 
were really Gk)d % 

Again Odin and Frea^ with their children, and the heroes 
sung by the scalds, in th^ war-songs which he heard echoing 
from around the fire at that moment — 

" How this one was brave, 
And bartered his life 
For joy in the fight ; 
How l^at one was wise, 
Was true to his friends 
And the dread of his foes." 

Yaltyar, wiadom, Melity, contempt ot de^^\i, \^Hst^^ ^'^ 

G 
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meanness and cowardice, qualities ever shining in the eyes 
of warlike youth. 

This creed had sufficed for his ancestors for generations, 
as his father had told him. Why should he be better than 
they ) K they trusted to the faith of Odin, might not he ) 

And then, if he lived, when the war was carried into 
Mercia, he would save his English Mends, even although 
forced to live unknown to them. 

" Oh ! life is sweet," thought he, " sweet to one so young 
as L I have but tasted the cup ; shall I throw it down 
not half empty \ " 

He was almost conquered. He had all but turned to 
seek his father, when suddenly the remembrance of Bertric 
flashed vividly upon him. 

He saw, as in a vision, the patient, brave lad enduring 
mortal agony for Christ, so patiently, so calmly. Had 
Bertric, then, died for nought ? He felt as if the martyr 
were near him, to aid him in this moment, when his faith 
was in peril " Bertric, Bertric ! " he cried, " intercede 
for me, pray for me." 

He fell on his knees, and did not rise until the tempta- 
tion was conquered, and then he walked steadily ihto the 
great vaulted room, of Eoman construction, which served 
as the banqueting hall, and took his usual place by his 
father's side. 

Oh, how hollow the mirth and revelry that night! 
How he loathed the singing, the drunken shouting, the 
fierce imprecation over the wine-cup— the sensuaUty, which 
now distinguished his blood-thirsty companions. The very 
knives he saw used for their meals had served as daggers 
to despatch the wounded or the helpless prisoner. The 
eyes, now weak with debauch, had glowed with the mani- 
acal fury of the berserkir in the battlefield. Was this the 
glory of manhood ? Nay, rather of wolves and bears. 

Then he looked up at Sweyn, the murderer of his 

father, and marvelled that hia hand was yet so steady — ^his 

head so clear. This apostate -gson^idLi^X ti^^^^^^x^^V^^^q 
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to kiss the hand of sach a man ; better die at once, while yet 
pure from innocent blood Tim his Christianity had taught 
him. 

" Minstrel/' cried the fierce king, " sing us some stirring 
song of the days of old ; plenty of the fire of the old Yik- 
mgs m it. 

A strange minstrel, a young gleeman, had been admitted 
that night — one whose chain and robes bespoke him of the 
privileged class — and he sang in a voice which thrilled all 
the revellers into awed silence. He sang of the battle, of 
the joy of conquest, and the glories of Valhalla, where 
deceased warriors drank mead from the skulls of vanquished 
foes. And then he sang of the cold and snowy Niffelheim, 
where in regions of eternal frost the cowardly and guilty 
dead mourned their weak and wasted lives. In words of 
terrific force he painted their agony, where Hela, of horrid 
coontenance, reigned supreme ; where the palace was 
ATig niah j Famine the board, Delay and Yain Hope the 
waiters, Precipice the threshold, and Leanness the bed. 

But in the innermost chamber of this awful home was 
the abode of Eaging Despair ; and in the final verse of his 
terrible ode the scald sang, — 

" Listen to the ceaseless wail, 
Listen to the frenzied cry 
Of anguish, horror, and amaze ; 
Would ye know from whom they come, 
Tell me, warriors, would ye know % " 

Here he paused, after throwing intense emphasis on the last 
words, till he had concentrated the attention of all, and the 
king gazed — absorbed — then he continued — 

•* There wave on wave of bitter woe 
Overwhelms the parricide." 

The king started from his seat. He was about tolaunchhis 
battle-axe through the air in search of the daring minstrel, 
when the same dread expression of unutterable agony we 
have before mentioned passed over bis iac^ •, \vb \jt^'aM^<^ 
M an aspen, and sank, as one paralysed, into \i5L& <3fik!KCc^^\Skft 
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his glaring eyes seemed to behold some horrid apparition 
unseen by aU beside. The warriors now turned in their 
wrath to seek the daring or unfortunate minstrel, but he 
was gone. 

Alfgar had seen the apostate in his moment of retri- 
butive agony, and he shuddered. 

" Better death, far better/' he murmured, " than a fate 
like this. God keep me firm to Him." 

The king had by this time recovered his usual com- 
posure, but his rage and fury were the more awfiil that the 
outbreak was suppressed. 

" Sit down, my warriors, disturb not the feast What 
if your king has been insulted in his own banquet-hall, 
there are hands enow to avenge him without unseemly 
tumult. Let us drink like the heroes in Valhalla. Mean- 
while let the minstrel be sought and brought before us, and 
he shall make us sport in a different mode." 

" The * rista 6m ' whispered one in his ear." 

The ferocious king nodded, and his eyes sparkled with 
the expected gratification of his fierce cruelty. Meanwhile 
warriors were searching all the precincts of the camp for the 
destined victim. 

Nearly half-an-hour had passed, and the king was 
getting impatient, for nearly all the chieftains were getting 
too drunk to appreciate the spectacle he designed for them. 

" Why do the men delay?" he cried ; " let them bring in 
the minstrel." 

Still he came not ; and at length the searchers were 
forced, one after the other, to confess their fEulure. 

" It is well," said the king ; " but it was the insult of a 
Christian, and shall be washed out in Christian blood. 
Anlaf, produce thy son." 

" Nay, nay, not now," cried Sidroc and others, for they 
saw that Sweyn was already drunk, and consideration for 
Anlaf made them interfere. " Not now ; to-morrow, to- 
morrow." 

''Nay, to-night, to-mgYit:' 
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'^ Drink first, then, and drown care/' said Sidroc, and 
gave the bmtal tyrant a bowl of rich mead. 

He drank, drank until it was empty, then fell back and 
reposed with an idiotic smile superseding the ferocious ex- 
pression his flEU^e had so lately worn. Meanwhile a hand 
was laid upon AUgar's shoulder, and a keen bright eye met 
his own, as if to read his inmost thoughts. 

" Come with me, or my father will disgrace himself." 

It was Canute. 

He led Alfgar forth into the courtyard. 

" Thou dost not seem to fear death," said the boy prince. 

" It would be welcome now." 

" So some of our people sometimes say, but the motive 
is different ; tell me what is the secret of this Christianity?" 

Just then Sidroc and Anlaf came out from the hall and 
saw the two together. Sidroc seemed annoyed, and led the 
young prince away, while Anlaf seized the opportunity to 
whisper to his son — 

" My son, I can do no more for thee ; I see thou wilt 
persist in thine obstinacy. I release thee from thy promise 
given to me ; escape if thou canst, or die in the attempt \ 
but bring not my grey hairs to contempt on the morrow." 

At this moment, Sidroc having seen Canute to the royal 
quarters, returned. 

" Sidroc," said Anlaf, " I cannot any longer be the jailor 
of my unhappy and rebellious son. Let him be confined till 
the morrow. I shall ask leave of absence from Sweyn, and 
now I deliver Alfgar to your care." 

** I accept the charge," said Sidroc ; " follow me, Alfgar, 
son of Anlaf'* 

Alfgar followed passively. He could not help looking 
as if to take leave of his fatiier ; but Anlaf stood as mute 
and passionless as a statue. Sidroc reached a party of the 
guard, and bade them confine the prisoner in the dungeon 
beneath the ruined eastern tower. 

" Listen to my last words, thou Tecieasit \>o^ \ %^«^ 
F227 send for thee early in the morning \)eioTft >2afc «»8k<^\fi^<6<^ 
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liost ; it win be the day of S. Bdoe ; and even were he not 
DOW mad with rage, there would be no mercy for a 
Christian on that day. Thoa must yield, or die by the 
seTerest tortore, compared with which the death of thy late 
companion under the aichers' ahafts was merdfoL Be 
warned." 



CHAPTER XL 

THE 6LEEMAN. 

It was a low dungeon, built of that brick which we still 
recognise as of Eoman manufacture, in the foundations of 
what had been the eastern tower of the ancient fortification. 
The old pile had been badly preserved by the Saxon con- 
querors, but it had been built of that solid architecture 
which seems almost to defy the assaults of time, and which 
in some cases, after fifteen centuries, preserves all its cha- 
racteristics, and promises yet to preserve them, when our 
&ailer erections lie crumbled in the dust. 

The roof was semicircular, and composed of minute 
bricks, seeming to form one solid mass ; the floor of tiling, 
arranged in patterns, which could still be obscurely traced 
by the light of the lamp left by the charity of Sidroc to the 
prisoner; for the dungeon was of bad reputation; lights had 
been seen there at imearthly hours, when the outer door 
was fast and no inmate existed. 

There were two long narrow windows at the end, 
unbarred, for they were too small for the human body to 
pass through them ; they looked upon the valley and river 
beneath, for although the dungeon was below the level of 
the courtyard, it was above that of the neighbourhood. 

The prisoner strode up and down the limited area, 
wrestling with self, bending the will by prayer to submit to 
ignominy and pain, for he knew now that his father had 
abandoned him, and that he had to apprehend the worst ; 
still he did not regret the choice he had made, and he felt, 
as he prayed^ peace and confidence deaceud. ^iki^ \kfi;d^€G^ 
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dew upon his souL Mechanically he cast his eyes around 
the ceU, and tried to trace out tiie pattern of the flooring, 
when he saw that the central figure, around which the 
circles and squares converged, was justice, with the scales, 
and the motto, " Fiat justitia." He knew the meaning of 
the words, for Father Cuthbert had taught him some Latin, 
and the conviction flashed upon him that, sooner or later, 
all the wrong and evil about him would be righted by the 
power of a judge as omnipotent as unerring. And this 
thought made him the more reconciled to the apparent 
injustice of which he was the victim, and he prayed for his 
father, that God would enlighten him with the true light 

" Perhaps before he dies he may yet think of me without 
shame." 

For the shame which he unwillingly brought upon a 
father who was stem, yet not unkind or void of parental 
love, was the bitterest ingredient in the cup. 

And so the hours rolled on, which brought the dreaded 
mom nearer and nearer; and the victim, comforted by 
prayer, but without hope in this world, slept, and thought 
no longer of the torturer's knife, or felt the cruel anticipa- 
tions which wonM rack the waking mind. 

And while he slept he was wakened, yet but partly 
wakened, by a voice which seemed to belong to the border- 
land 'twixt sleep and waking. 

" Alfgar, son of Anlaf, sleepest thou ? " 

" Surely I dream," thought he, and strove to sleep again. 

" Alfgar, son of Anlaf, sleepest thou 1 " 

Now he sat up, and beheld, or thought he beheld, a 
figure of one clothed in the attire of a minstrel, in the 
centre of the chamber. 

" Art thou yet in the flesh like me % " he cried, repress- 
ing a shudder. 

"Even so, a being of like mould, subject to pain and 
death." 

" A prisoner, then ; art doomed to die 1 " 

^^ISo prisoner, neitheT aiti\i\iOM/ii ^k^^xi^-inliiLt^t^ to escape." 
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" Thou art the gleeman who insulted Sweyn." 

" Nay, who told the brutal tyrant the truth." 

" And what doest thou here \ " 

" I am come to deliver thee." 

"But howl" 

" Eise up, cast on your garments." 

Hardly knowing what he did, Alfgar obeyed, and when 
he stood face to face with the stranger, began to lose the 
uneasy impression that the being who addressed him was 
otherwise than mortal; for he saw by the light of the 
lamp that the gleeman bore all the attributes of a living 
man. 

" How came you here 1" 

" Because I know the secrets of the prison-house — ^knew 
them before the Danes had murdered the once happy 
dwellers in this garden of England, which they have made 
a howling wilderness ; hence I escaped the wrath of the 
furious parricide, whom the saints destroy, with ease, and 
laughed in security at their vain efforts to take me; 
but we must waste no time ; it yet wants five hours to 
daybreak; within those five hours we must reach the 
opposite shore." 

"But tell me, I cannot understand, why hast thou 
braved the wrath of Sweyn 1 why hast thou cared for me ? " 

" All in good time, follow me now, I bid thee by the 
memory of -^scendune." 

" ^scendune ! surely I dream." 

" Yes, of w^cendune. I have heard that thou art 
thence. Now waste no more time." 

More and more mystified, for he had never to his 
knowledge seen the speaker before, Alfgar gazed at the 
gleeman. 

He appeared of noble air and mien, but was evidently 
but a young man; he was somewhat above the average 
height, and looked as though he could wield the sword as 
weU as the harp. But how were they to escape \ 

A2fgar was not left long in doubt. Tk^ sitosigst \^^\s^ 
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the lamp and walked to the £Eurthest recess of the 
dungeon, where, concealed amongst the rade carvings with 
which the builders had ornamented the wall, was a rose 
carved in stone. The gleeman pressed it sharply, and a 
hidden door sprang open, revealing a winding staircase 
excavated in the solid walL 

^ Upwards it leads to the banqueting hall, and you can 
comprehend my escape this evening," said he ; " but our 
path is now downwards, unless you would like to go up and 
see the drunken beasts of murderers snoring off their 
debauch upon the floor as they fell ; oh, that it were lawful 
for a Christian man to cut their throats as they lie ; many 
innocent lives would be saved thereby, which those brutes 
will live to destroy." 

" Thou art, then, a Christian 1 " 

The gleeman crossed himself piously. 

" Why not 1" said he. 

" I heard you sing like a scald to-night." 

" It was my part, and I acted it passing well, did I 
not % Sweyn would own as much ; but, pardon me, I am 
forgetting that my daring put you in danger." 

" How did you know that 1 " 

" I heard every word ; and perhaps I might even have 
risked more than this to save you." 

Meanwhile they had descended nearly a hundred steps, 
and the atmosphere became singularly cold and chamel- 
like, when they entered a large vault, which, by the light 
of their torches, appeared of great extent Its walls were 
covered with imcouth representations, and inscriptions in 
Latin: 

" What place is this ? " 

"It had some connection, I believe, with the old 
idolatry, and that is all I know. This passage will guide 
us to daylight and liberty." 

Following a short and narrow passage, they emerged 

npon a ruined vault, whose roof had fallen in. Climbing 

out with some di&cuity, 8ai<\ ^2^\£^mii^ m *<Ss^ ^tcmiqss 
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hundreds of bat-mice and not a few rats, they found them- 
selves in the midst of some old ruins at the foot of the 
acdivity whereon the fortress was built, and below them 
the brook ran rapidly to join the river. 

^ Thanks be to God for our preservation in that den of 
undean lions ! " said the gleeman ; ^ but had they known 
who was amongst them, he would have had scant chance 
of escape." 

" May I not know 1" 

" Not yet Come, we must waste no more time." 

Th^ walked swiftly down the brook. No sentinels 
were posted in this direction, nor was any look-out kept. 

"^ The danger is yet to come," said the gleeman, in a 
low tone. 

Shortly they reached the river, and then they found a 
boat hidden in the rushes, which grew tall and strong. They 
embarked, and Alfgar steered, by the other's direction, 
straight down the stream, while he rowed for full an hour 
with remarkable strength and dexterity, so that they drew 
near the coast, and the cold air from the sea blew in Alfgar's 
face. 

Here the gleeman ceased rowing, and spoke to him in 
a low tone. 

^ Do you see those dark figures ahead 1 " 

** I do." 

" "Well, they are the Danish war-ships, and our hour of 
peril draws near. We must drop down with the tide, 
which is running out strongly, and I must steer. You can 
row, I suppose % " 

" Yes." 

** Well, get the oars ready to pull for your life, if I give 
the word, but not tUl then. Now silence." 

In perfect sUence they drifted down upon the ships. 
Happily for them there was no moon, and although the stars 
were bright, there was little danger that their dark-painted 
bark would be seen at any distance. 

One great mass after another seemed to ^o«^\» \s^ ^«ifiL\ 
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but it was the dead hour of the night, and no sounds were 
heard from the sleeping crews, 'fiiey kept lax watch, be- 
cause they had no foe to dread. There was, alas ! no Eng- 
lish fleet 

One after another, until they had drifted into the centre 
of the fleet, where discovery must have been instant death. 
There above them rose tie "Great Dragon," in all her 
hideous beauty, the gilded serpent reposing on the placid 
waves. Her people, even at that untimely hour, were 
engaged in revelry, and as they passed by the fugitives 
heard the words — 

" Now the warrior's cnp of joy was foU, 

When he drank the|blood of his foe, 
Where the shun lay thick on the gory hiU, 
And torrents of blood firom every rill 

Reddened the river below. 
For Odin's hall is the Northman's heaven" 

But they heard no more, for they had drifted beyond 
hearing. 

They had now attained the last ship, when suddenly a 
watchman sprang to the side. 

" Boat ahoy ! Whence and where % " 

" From the * Great Dragon ' — a poor gleeman and his 
attendant to his home on the shore." 

'^ Come on board then, and wake us with a song. 
The watch is ours, and we will make it meny." 

There was no help for it; and commending courage 
with a significant look to his companion, the gleeman 
and Alfgar ascended. It was yet dark, and the language 
and appearance of each might pass tolerably under ordi- 
nary circumstances for the characters they had assumed. 

" Now a song, and we will keep it up till daylight" 

Thus pressed, the gleeman took his harp and sang an 
old Scandinavian song of the first searking who invaded 
England, Eagnar Lodbrok. 

He told how the fierce Eagnar sailed for England, how 

bjB Seet was wrecked, but B>tiii how, with the relics of his 

forces, be assaulted Northxfflilbiiai, «eA ^«& \id^^T!L ^»:^^^\s^ 
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Ella the king, who threw him into a hole filled with vipers 
and toads. 

" Sharp the adder's tooth, but sharper 

Spake the sea-king to his foes, 
Spake while savage brows grew darker, 

As he told the countless woes 
Which the beards fierce cubs should bring 
To those who slew their father and their king." 

Then he described the retribution, and the lingering 
death of Ella under the agonies of the "rista om'' so 
vividly, that every Danish heart was filled with emulation. 

" Well sung !" shouted the Danes. " Thou dost sing a 
song worth hearing. Hast not taught thy son to sing 
likewise % " 

In turn Alfgar was forced to support his assumed cha- 
racter. Luckily his tenacious memory retained the words 
of many an old song, and the warriors were well pleased. 

" Why must thou go to shore ] We will feed and guer- 
don thee well if thou wilt stay with us." 

" We are aweary now, and would fain return to our 
comrades on the shore, but we will return by and by." 

" Do so, here is thy reward ;" and one of the speakers 
threw a gold chain roimd the gleeman's neck. Gold was 
plentiful with the robbers. 

They were allowed to return to their boat ; but as they 
did so, many a keen eye was fixed upon them. The dawn 
was already beginning to appear in the east, and every 
moment was of importance. 

" Thou hast borne the test well," said the gleeman, " and 
hast not flinched." 

" I could not in your presence." 

At this moment they heard the rapid splash of a boat, 
manned by many rowers, behind, and a voice shouted aloud 
to the men on board the ship they had left — " Hast seen a 
boat with a gleeman and harp-bearer ? " 

" They have just left the ship." 

** FoUow; they axe Engh'sh spies. Sweya. Nn!\ ^^ "viwb 
weight of their heada in red gold." 
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Instantly they heard the sound of humed voices, the 
lowering of boats, the splash of numerous oars, and all 
nearly close behind them. They took an oar each, and 
pulled with all the energy of men who pull for life or deatL 

The light was gradually growing stronger, and their 
chance of escape seemed feeble, when Alfgar saw before 
them a dense cloud of mist rolling round the eastern pro- 
montory, and uttered a cry of joy as it enfolded them. 

" The wind is east, keep it on your right cheek, and steer 
straight forward. I will take both oars,'' said the gleeman. 

It was wonderful with what energetic force and success 
the gleeman pulled until they had cleared the mist, and saw 
that they were in the red Ught of dawn, in the midst of the 
Solent. 

One half-mile behind them a solitary boat pursued. 
There appeared to be only five men, four rowing and one 
steering. Other boats there were, but wide of the mark. 

" Alfgar," said the gleeman, " you will find a quiver of 
arrows and a long bow at the bottom of the boat behind you." 

Alfgar handed them to him. 

" The points are passing sharp, and the bow is in order ; 
take your turn to row." 

Alfgar obeyed ; he could not do otherwise, the gleeman's 
tone of command was so powerful, but he feared they would 
loss time by the change. 

"You need not hurry yourself; let them approacL 
They are not likely to have brought other weapons than 
their swords and axes." 

The boat gained on them rapidly, until it was within a 
hundred and fifty yards. 

" Keep just this distance if you can," said the gleeman, 
and drew an arrow suddenly to its head ; it whistled through 
the air, and the steersman, transfixed, rose, leapt in the boat, 
and fell in the sea a corpse. 

" Gone to seek oysters for Bang Sweyn's table, I sup- 
poae, " said the gleeman. Another steersman promptly took 
Replace, but some yaxda ^ei^\o8\»\s5 >ik<^ \\£C60L^esc&. 
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"^ Slacken, we are too far for accurate aim ; and we 
English must not disgrace ourselves in Danish eyes." 

They slackened, another arrow sped, and the foremost 
rower felL Evidently the Danes had no means of reply. 

^Slacken yet more;" and before the pursuers could 
recover their confusion, a third fell, then a fourth, before 
the unerring shafts. The fifth was at the fearful gleeman's 
mercy, but he restrained himself now danger had vanished. 

But as he did so he cried aloud, 

" Dane, we give thee thy life, blood-sucker though thou 
art Go, and tell King Sweyn that Edmund* the Etheling, 
son of Ethelred of England, has been his gleeman, and hopes 
he enjoyed the song which told the doom of parricides." 

* Note F. — First appearance of Edmund. 



CHAPTER XII. 

THE MONASTERY OF ABINGDON. 

One of the central lights of civilisation and Christianity in 
the early days of Wessex was the monastery of Abingdon. 
S. Birinus had fixed the centre of his missionary labours at 
Dorchester, only six miles distant, but the Abbey was the 
fruit of the heroic zeal of another evangelist, upon whom 
his mantle fell — S. Wilfrid. After the death of Birinus, 
the zeal of his successors failed to evangelise the south- 
eastern districts of Wessex, until, at length, came Wilfrid, 
fervent in zeal, and, stationing himself at Selsey, near 
Chichester, evangelised both Sussex and Wessex, sending 
out missionaries like-minded with himself, even into the 
most inaccessible wilds. 

Centwin was then king of Sussex, but various petty 
states were tributary to him, and ruled by viceroys. One 
of these viceroys was Cissa, whose dominions included 
Wiltshire and the greater part of Berkshire.* This Cissa 
and his nephew, Hean, founded Abingdon. A mission was 
sent out from Chichester which attracted great multitudes 
of the Berkshire folk. Hean was present, and heard the 
preacher take for his text that verse of S. Matthew which 
declares that it is easier for a camel to go through the eye 
of a needle than for a rich man to enter the langdom of 
God. These words entered into the hearts of Hean and his 
sister Cilia, who was with him. They determined to go 

* The appellations WiltsVnie 8Xi<QL'&«tk:^t[^£« -^^^^ c2l (i!VQx«!& ^l\«j^ date. 
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and sell all that they had and embrace a life of poverty. 
From their imcle, Gissa, they obtained grants of land, 
whereon they founded monastic homes. Cilia dedicated 
the convent she reared to S. Helena, the mother of Con- 
stantine, traditions of whose life in the neighbourhood had 
survived the Saxon Conquest. 

Hean obtained the land of which Abingdon formed the 
central point, then generally known by the name Cloveshoo; * 
he was tardy in his work as contrasted with his sister, and 
Cissa died without seeing the work for which he had given 
the land accomplished. Ceadwalla succeeded him (a.d. 685), 
and further augmented the territory. He rebelled against 
Centwin, and became king of Wessex ; spending most of 
his life in warfare ; it was through his conquest of the island 
that the " Wight " became Christian. He made a pilgrimage 
to Some, where he died, after his baptism by Pope Sergius. 

Ina^ his successor (A.D. 688), was so angry at the long 
delay in building the monastery, that at first he revoked the 
grant of his predecessors to Hean, but becoming reconciled, 
gave all his energy to the work, and Cloveshoo, or Abing- 
don, became a monastic town, and its history commences 
as a house of God from Ina, about A.D. 690-700. 

Important benefits were thus conferred on the whole 
neighbourhood; agriculture flourished, learning increased, 
a sanctuary for the oppressed was provided; and last, though 
not least in Ina's eyes, a bulwark against Mercia was pro- 
vided for the neighbourhood; while the poor and the 
afflicted found their happiness in every way promoted by 
the neighbourhood of the monastery. 

Several times the monastery was in peril by reason of 
the wars between Wessex and Mercia. In a. D. 752, 
Cuthred of Wessex defeated Ethelbald of Mercia at Burford, 
hard by, and protected Abingdon from fiirther aggressions. 
Twenty-five years later the decision of war was reversed. 
Offa, the great and fierce king of Mercia, defeated Cynewulf 
of Wessex, at Bensin^n, and spoiled tlie laudi, ^<b^\:tc»^\sx% 

*8ee Note G, — The early name oi iOom^'ioii. 

H. 



98 ALFGAR THE DANE. 

the convent of S. Helena, founded by Cilia, and grievoasly 
robbing and oppressing Abingdon. 

But the most awful calamity it ever underwent was its 
destruction in the first great Danish invasion, in the early 
days of King Alfred, when it was literally levelled with the 
ground, only, however, to arise in greater magnificence when 
the storm had passed away. 

However the period of anarchy had introduced evils which 
required a stem reformer, and one was found in the person 
of the abbot Ethelwold, the friend of S. Dunstan, who, in 
conjunction with him and Oswald, introduced the rule of S. 
Benedict into Abingdon, Glastonbury, Ely, and other great 
houses, which, by its absolute prohibition of monastic idle- 
ness, and its wise regulations, caused the religious houses 
of that period to become the central points of civilisation 
and learning in the land. 

Here, at this famous monastery, we resume Father 
Cuthbert's Diary. 

In festo S. Edmvmdi. Again I resume my diary, at the 
great monastic house of Abingdon, where I have rejoined 
my brethren. I have already told how, in company with 
Elfwyn, Father Adhelm and I sought the forest farm where 
our beloved ones had found refuge from the cruel oppres- 
sor. The joy of the women and children to whom their 
husbands and fathers were thus restored was very touching ; 
all seemed willing to forget the destruction of their homes, 
since they had been spared to each other, and I, to whom, 
by my vows, such love is unknown, yet could but feel how 
holy a thing is family affection. 

Alas, there was one family where the bitterness of death 
had found its way. I cannot describe the touching scene 
when Elfwyn told the fate of dear Bertric. Well, they will 
learn by and by to thank God for him and his example, 
for we doubt not he died a martyr, although we know not 
the details, and, unle^ Ali^iax ^^t livoa^shaU perhaps never 
know them. 
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We held a long consultation upon our future movements. 
It was wisely decided not to rebuild w^cendune at present, 
for the place where they now are can be rendered very 
commodious, and is far more secure against a foe. We do 
not dare to hope that we have seen the last of our troubles ; 
the Danes are wintering in the Wight, ready for fresh 
mischief next spring and summer. 

We have been able to learn nothing of Alfgar ; but we 
think that Anlaf probably yet lives, and that he has recovered 
his son ; yet we cannot imagine how he escaped on S. Brice's 
night. 

Well, to return. We at once set to work, and erected 
a church of timber, for the service of God ; and I said mass 
in it the first Sunday after our arrival there. It may be 
supposed it is not a very grand church ; but God looks at 
the living stones, and reads the heart. 

We all had enough to do for the first few days ; but within 
a week one might suppose we had been living there an age. 
Log huts were erected for the whole population ; the old 
farm-house, which is large and strongly built, taking the 
place of the halL One must dispense with some comfort now. 

My brother sent a portion of his men to rejoin the 
army, but feels himself justified in entering at once on his 
winter quarters with the remainder; in fact, since my 
arrival at Abingdon, the troops have all been dismissed for 
the winter, and the Danes have, as I said, retired to the 
Wight. 

Then, leaving Father Adhelm in charge of the woodland 
settlement, I determined to visit my brethren here, where 
I have been received with all Christian love and hospitality 
by the abbot and his brethren. Three days my journey 
lasted. I travelled with only two attendants, serfs of our 
house ; a poor prior burnt out from house and home. 

Nov. 2l5^, 1006. — ^This evening I heard heavy steps on 
the stairs, and methoughfc their tread aeemfeA. I'axs^'d3i^^& 
vaJi it might, for no sooner had the door opetia^ ^SCkJMi ts^ 
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son Alfgar, for whom we had mourned as dead, or at least 
dead to us, fell upon my neck and wept 

It was a long time before either of us was composed 
enough to say much, but when we had a little recovered, 
the abbot who had brought them to my rooms introduced a 
tall young man in gleeman's garb, as Edmund the Etheling. 

At length we all sat down to supper, but talked so much 
we could eat little, and I soon learned all the news Alfgar had 
to telL His tale is wonderful ; he has been indeed delivered 
from the mouth of the lion, nay, from the jaws of the fierce 
lion ; but I must set down all things in order. 

• « • • • ■ 

The one thing which delights me most is the way in 
which his faith has stood the hard hard test to which it has 
been put. 

But my dear nephew Bertric, Saint Bertric we must 
assuredly call him, oh how it will lighten the grief of his 
parents and sister to know how gloriously he died for 
Christ ! One could envy him his crown. 

And then how delighted Ethelgiva will be to learn not 
only that Alfgar is alive, but to hear how true and brave he 
has been. 

But when all these congratulations were over, and we 
had learned all that Alfgar had to tell, there was evidently 
something on the mind of the prince. 

" Alfgar and I have a very important duty to perform," 
he said. 

I waited, and he proceeded. 

"There has been grievous treachery in our ranks. 
Edric Streom has sold us to the Danes." 

" I feared as much," said I, sadly. 

" I learned it at Carisbrooke, and am now on my way 
to Dorchester, where my royal father has arrived, or will 
arrive to-morrow. I should have gone there at once, but 
Alfgar learned you were here, and w(yM come. Besides, 
we need your help to fit \xs iox ^lY^^^sm^ ^^t court" 

And, in truth, their \i«^>\!iaxELeii\»^ ^«Wk Ts^aX* ^^rj ^issv^iu 
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Well, Abingdon is a town of great resources, wherein all 
things meet may be found. 

" We will to the tradesmen to-morrow," I said, " and 
fit you for the presence." 

" I have yet heavier news to unfold," Edmund added, 
very seriously. " The Danes purpose a winter campaign in 
the heart of the land, hoping to take us unawares." 

" Now the saints forbid ! " said I. 

" Even so ; but they are not all with us. S. Brice is 
against us." 

I sighed, and so did they. The very remembrance of 
that day is sickening. 

" We have heard," said the abbot, " that the king will 
arrive to-morrow at Dorchester ; we will send you thither 
in the morning. Meanwhile, my sons, you do not eat and 
drink as I would have you. Eemember you need to sustain 
exhausted nature." 

That was indeed true. They had travelled fast, and 
had fasted by the way, of necessity. 

"Well, Alfgar, we will to-morrow to the king," said 
Edmund, after they had eaten and drunken ; " he must 
surely listen to us now." 

" He appears to love this wicked Edric," said the abbot 
sorrowfully. 

" Far better than his own flesh and blood," replied 
Edmund. 

" My son," said the abbot, " rest here this night in our 
poor house ; to-morrow we will find you both horses and 
fitting apparel, and ye shall go meetly to the king, who 
is the guest of the bishop." 

** I shall not be sony, father, to see the inside of my 
chamber," said the young prince ; for he is yet young, 
although so wise and valiant — ^not more than a year or two 
older than Alfgar. 

The compline bell rang. " I will go with you to thank 
God first for our deliverance, and to pay mj "vorw^ ^.Q'ffimi.V 
said Edmund; ''then to bed." 
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After compline, Edmund went from the chapel to bed. 
Alfgar would not retire. He came to my cell ; there he 
talked with me for a fiill hour. His affection moves me 
greatly. He has evidently found a real friend in Prince 
Edmund, who has delivered him from a cruel death, and 
who wants to attach him permanently to his service. 
Meanwhile Alfgar is all haste to return to .^Sscendune and 
Ethelgiva, before any further steps are taken. 

Saturday, Nov. 22d, 1006. — ^After we had arrayed the 
Etheling and Alfgar this morning, I decided to accompany 
them on their road to Dorchester, for it happened that I had 
arranged to say mass and preach to-morrow at the little 
church of S. Michael at Cliffton, the residence of my sister 
Bertha and her husband Herstan. It lies on a cliff over the 
Thames, on the way to the cathedral city, whence its name, 
" the town on the cliff." 

So we started, the Etheling, Alfgar, and I, after the 
chapter mass at nine. We crossed the fine timber bridge 
over the Isis, then kept the causeway over the marshes, till, 
crossing an arm of the main stream, we ascended a hill and 
passed through the open country. 

On the north the country is richly wooded. There lies 
the chase of Neweham, abounding in deer, with a few 
wolves yet lingering in its recesses, and forming sport for 
the ceorls. 

In the neighbourhood of a great monastery the roads 
are always good, and waggons can travel easily and smoothly 
from Abingdon to Dorchester. So, being well mounted, we 
were only the best part of an hour in reaching Cliffton. 

The river here makes a sudden bend to the east, after 
running for some time almost due north, and at the bend 
the steep cliff rises whereon the little church and my 
brother Herstan's hall is built, with a few cottages below and 
around occupied by his theows. 

We went first to the^ ckxuccSi sad offered our devotions. 
From the elevated gtovnid ^\k!&icc)Oii V(> ^\aai^'Os^t^<iaiik^K&sAL 



THE MONASTER Y OF ABINGDON. 108 

of Dorchester and the Synodune hills formed conspicuous 
objects. 

Then we turned to the hall, and met a reception such as 
warmed the heart. When we had refreshed ourselves, I had 
to tell Bertha all the strange events which have recently 
happened at j^cendune ; of the destruction of her old 
home, but of the well-being of all her friends ; yes, of all, for 
we know that he has won the martyr's crown. 

Some natural tears she dropped j but I think she soon 
came to see all things in their right light, as we try to do. 

Soon after our arrival, Herstan sent a messenger to 
Dorchester to learn at what hour the king was expected ; 
and the answer was returned, that they expected him in 
time for the banquet at the episcopal palace this evening. 
So Edmund and Alfgar consented to pass the day quietly 
at diffton. 



CHAPTER Xm 

THE CITY OF DOBCHESTER. 

DOBCHESTER was at this period the most important city of 
the Midland counties, for it was the seat of the great 
bishopric which extended its sway over nearly the whole 
of Mercia. 

Here the apostle of Wessex, Birinus, had converted 
and baptized Cynegik, king of that country, Oswald, the 
samtly king of Northmnbria, being present, and receiving 
him fresh from the regenerating waters as his adopted 
son. Here, the next year, Coichelm, his brother, was 
baptized, and from this centre Christianity was widely 
diffused. The good bishop died in the year 650, and was 
buried amongst the people he loved, but many years 
later his relics were translated to Winchester. But the 
tale went forth that the cunning canons of Dorchester 
had given them another body than that of the saint, and 
their shrine was the object of veneration equally with the 
rival shrine at "Winchester. 

Dorchester became successively the seat of two great 
bishoprics — the one West Saxon, the other Mercian. The 
first, founded by Birinus, when Wessex extended far north 
of the Thames, was divided seventy years later into two 
sees — ^Winchester and Sherburne. For some years the city 
was without bishops, owing to its insecure position during 
the strife between Wessex and Mercia, but later it appears 
as the seat of the great Mercian bishopric, retaining its 
jurisdiction until after t\ift 'Sorcaaxi ^iorcinjOkftsfc, wben the see 
waa transferred to Lincoln.. TLVi<eKiox^T>QPt^<is^^«t\^sis%<^^ 
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joyed a wider celebrity and greater influence, than the city, 
Oxenford, which, lying at a distance of ten miles, was 
destined to supersede it eventually. 

The day was closing on an evening of November 1006, 

and the sun was sinking across the level country beyond 

the walls, when the people of Dorchester might have been 

seen crowding the roads which led from the eastern gate 

towards Bensington and Wallingford; the wooden bridge 

by which the road crossed the Tame was covered with 

human beings, and every eye was eagerly directed along the 

great high-road. The huge cathedral church towered above 

the masses, rude in architecture, yet still impressive in its 

proportions, while another church, scarcely smaller in its 

dimensions, rose from the b^iks lower down the stream, 

below the bridge, and the wooden steeple of a third was 

visible above the roofs of the houses in the western part of 

the city. 

But, as in every other city which had once been Eoman, 
the relics of departed greatness contrasted painfully (at 
least we should think so) with the humbler architecture 
around. The majesty of the churches was indeed (as a 
contemporary wrote) great, but thatched roofs consorted ill 
with the remains of shattered column and pedestal, and 
with the fragmentary ruins of the grand amphitheatre, 
which were yet partly visible, although the stones which 
had been brought from Bath to build it had been em- 
ployed largely in church architecture. 

The light of day was rapidly fading; a light breeze 
brought down the remaining leaves from the trees, or 
whirled them about in all directions ; winter was plainly 
about to assume the mastery of the scene, as was evident 
from the clothing the people wore, the thick fur and warm 
woollen cloaks which covered their light tunics. 

At length the sound of approaching cavalry was heard, 
and the cry " The King ! the King !'' was raised, and cheers 
were given by the multitude. It was observaXAa, dflaft^\» ^ 
s glance, that tbey proceeded from tlie yovm^^cA ^^^-^ 
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and that their elders re&ained from joining in the 
cry. 

About a hundred horsemen, gaily caparisoned, appeared, 
and in the midst, with equal numbers of his guard pre- 
ceding and following, rode Ethelred the king. He was of 
middle stature and not uncomely, but there was a look of 
vacillation about his face, which would have struck even an 
indifferent physiognomist, while his thin lips, which he was 
constantly biting (when he was not biting his nails), seemed 
to indicate a tendency towards cruelty. 

But by his side rode one, whose restless eyes seemed to 
wander to each individual of the crowd in turn, while power 
and malice seemed equally conspicuous in his glance. Little 
changed since we last beheld him rode the traitor, for so 
all but the king accounted him, Edric Streom. 

Amidst the shouts of the populace, who loved to look 
on the display, the Bishop Ednoth* and the chief magis- 
trates of the city received the monarch and his councillor in 
front of the church of SS. Peter and Paul, and escorted him 
through the streets to the palace, which stood in what was 
then a central position, on the spot now called Bishop's 
Court It was spacious, built around a quadrangular coiitr 
yard, with cloisters surrounding the lowest storey and the 
smooth shaven lawn, in the centre of which a granite cross 
was upraised. A gateway opened in the southern side and 
led to the inner court, and the cloisters opened from either 
side upon it. 

On the opposite side of the quadrangle was the great 
hall where synods were held, and where, on state occa* 
sions, such as a royal visit, the banquet was prepared. 

Here, after the king had availed himself of the bath, 
and his attendants had divested themselves of their travel- 
stained attire^ the throne of the king was placed at the 
head of the board, and a seat for the bishop on his right 
hand, and for Edric on his left. 

Ethelred took hia place -, m^wi laia liQ&d a thin circlet 

* See Note H-— "^s\io^ otTiotOas^wst. 
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\i gold confined his flowing locks already becoming scant, 
mt, as their natural colour was light, not otherwise show- 
Dg signs of age : he was only in his fortieth year. His 
anic was finely embroidered in colours around the neck, 
Jid was below of spotless white, secured by a belt richly 
;Qded, whereon was a sheath for the dagger or knife, which 
ras used for all occasions, whether in battle or in meal 
ime, the hafb being inlaid with precious stones. Over the 
anic a rich purple mantle was lightly thrown, and his 
Uppers were of dark cloth, relieved by white wool ; the 
anic descended to his heels. 

The attire of Edric was similar in shape, but of different 
okrar ; his tunic was of green, edged with brown fur, his 
lantle of dark cloth, and his belt of embossed leather. 
liere was a studied humility in it all, as if he shunned all 
omparison with the king. 

Ednoth said grace, and the chanters responded. The 
uions of the cathedral, the priests of the other churches, 
[le sheriff of the county, the reeve of the borough, the bur- 
esses, all had their places, and the banquet began ; huge 
nnts being carried round to each individual, from which, 
dth his dagger, he cut what he fancied and deposited it on 
is plate ; then wine, ale, and mead were poured foaming into 
letal tankards, and lighter delicacies followed. There was 
.0 delay \ no one cared to talk until he had satisfied his 
ppetite. 

The king, as a matter of course, opened the conversa- 
Lony when the edge of desire was gone. 

" Have the levies who served in the war all been dis- 
«nded, Sheriff 1" 

^ The last returned from the garrisons in Sussex a week 
go, and are all hoping for a quiet winter in the bosom of 
heir families." 

"Have they lost many of their number 1 Did the 
•eqple of this hundred suffer greatly in the war which 
Iweyn forced upon ua ? '' 

*'Not very many ; still there liaa "been ^'^^'^ TBkaxss:^- 
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ing, and much anticipation of fatore evil," replied the 

bishop. 

" That is needless,*' said Edric ; " they may all prepare 
to keep their Christmas with good cheer. The Danes are 
sleeping, hybemating like bears in their winter caves." 

" While they are so near as the Wight, who can rest in 
peace % " said Ednoth. 

" The Wight I it must be a hundred miles from here ; 
the Danes have never reached any spot so far from the 
coast as this." 

" Yet there is an uneasy belief that they will attack the 
inland districts now that they have exhausted the districts 
on the coast, and that we must be prepared to suffer as 
OUT brethren have done." 

" Before they leave their retreat again we shall be ready 
to meet them ; our levies will be better trained and more 
numerous." 

" A curse seemed upon all our exertions this last year,*' 
said Ednoth, sorrowfully. "We were defending our 
hearths and our homes, yet we were everywhere out- 
manoeuvred and beaten. It could not have been worse 
had we had spies and traitors in command." 

The king slightly coloured, for he resented all imputa- 
tions on his favourite, and was about to make a sharp 
reply, when a voice which made him start, replied — 

" Quite right, reverend father ! as you say, success was 
impossible while spies and traitors commanded our forces." 

All looked up in amazement ; two guests had entered 
unbidden, and the king, the bieiiop, and Edric recognised 
Prince Edmund. 

'* The unseemly interruption is a sufficient introduction 
to the company. I need not, my friends, present to you 
my turbulent son Edmund, or the attendwit he has picked 
up." 

"No need whatsoever, if you will first allow us to ex- 
plAW the reasons of oxn ipwia«rn» hare. We have some- 
wiat startling news fiom tYia axL^^Tii^r 
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** The enemy, by my last advices, lies quiet in the Isle 
of Wight," said Edric. 

" I will not dispute your knowledge, my lord Edric," 
replied the Prince, ^' considering the intimacy you stand on 
with Sweyn." 

"Intimacy! I would sooner own intimacy with the 
Evil One." 

" You might own that, too, without much exaggeration, 
since the good bishop will bear me witness that he is the 
father of lies." 

" Edmund, this is unbearable," said the king. 

" Pardon, my father and liege, but truth will out." 

The company sat in amazement, while the hand of 
Edric played convulsively with the hilt of his dagger; 
meanwhile Edmund ate, and gave to Alfgar, ere he spake 
again. 

"Stay, Edric," whispered the king; "thou art my 
Edric. I was never false to thee, nor will I be now ; did 
I not, for thy sake, look over the death of Elf helm of 
Shrewsbury, and put out the eyes of his sons % canst thou 
not trust me now % " 

Thus strengthened, Edric remained, and uneasy whis- 
pers passed around the assembly. 

At last Edmund looked up. 

"When the flesh is weak through toil and fasting, 
speech is not eloquent, but now listen, all Englishmen true, 
and I will speak out." 

He told his tale, how he had conceived suspicions 
that the Danes intended a winter descent ; how he had 
risked his life (in the exuberance of youthful daring) 
to ascertain the truth ; how, trusting to his knowledge of 
Carisbrooke, where he had spent many pleasant days in 
his boyhood, he had ventured amongst the Danes as a glee- 
man, in imitation of Alfred of old ; how there he had as- 
sisted, unsuspected, at a meeting of the council in the great 
hall, and heard it decided to invade ^^siXV-dL, ^xA ^%^ 
how be had escaped. And then he coiitVoxxedL — 
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"^ And in that council I heard that the Danes had a 
secret friend in the English army, who ever gave them due 
warning of our movements, and who caused all the miscar- 
riage of our last campaign. Stand forth, Edric Streom, 
for thou art the man, and my sword shall prove it> if 

need be.** 

"Edmund, thou ravest,** cried the king; "produce 

thy witnesses." 

" Alfgar, son of Anlaf, answer ; whom didst thou espy 
talking with Sweyn ? " 

" Edric Streom." 

" How didst know hnn 1 " 

" Because he threatened my life on S. Brice's night, and 
I had often seen him while dwelling in Mercia." 

" A Dane witnessing against a free-bom Englishman 1 
Can it be endured % " cried Ethelred. " What, here, my 
royal guard % — Iwrz I here ! your King is insulted — ^insulted, 
and by his son and his son's minions." 

The guard rushed in, their weapons in their hands. 

" Seize my son, the false Edmund." 

"Here I am," quietly said the hero of the English 
army, for such he was, although not recognised as such by 
the government of his father. " Here I am; what English- 
man will bind me 1" 

The men stood as if paralysed. 

"Will you not obey 1" shouted the weak Ethelred, and 
stamped in impotent anger on the floor. 

But they would not — ^they could not touch Edmund. 

Edric whispered in the king's ear. 

" I was wrong," said the king ; " retire, guards. Ed- 
mund, come with me ; tell me what you have seen. I 
will hear you, and judge between you and my Edric — 
judge fairiy." 

" Wait till my return, Alfgar." 

Alfgar waited. No one spoke to hinri ; all the company 

seemed utterly bewildered, as well they might be ; until, 

after the expiration oi aii\io\xi, tocm*^^"^^ ^cas^^i^^^is&s^ 
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had left the hall, and the company broke up by degrees, 
an officer of the court came and whispered in his ear that 
Edmund awaited him without the gates. 

He left the table at once, and proceeded beyond the 
precincts of the palace, following his guide. 

" Where is the prince 1 " 

" He has had a stormy interview with his father, and 
has just left him, refusing to lodge in the palace, to sleep 
without the precincts. I am to conduct you thither." 

Leaving the palace, they were passing through some 
thick shrubbery, when all at once two strong men sprang 
upon Alfgar. At the same moment his attendant turned 
round and assisted his foes. He struggled, but he was 
easily overpowered, when his captors led him away, until, 
passing a postern gate in the western wall of the town, 
they crossed an embankment, and came upon the river. 
There they placed him on board a small boat, and rowed 
rapidly down the stream. 

In the space of a few minutes they ran the boat ashore 
in the midst of dense woods which fringed the farther 
bank, and there they forced him to land, and led hinri 
upwards until, deep in the woods, they came upon an old 
timbered house. They knocked at the door, which was 
speedily opened by a man of gigantic stature and ruffianly 
countenance, by whose side snarled a mastiff as repulsive 
as he. 

"Here, Higbald, we have brought thee a prisoner 
from our lord." 

The wretch looked upon Alfgar with the eyes of an 
ogre bent on devouring a c^tive, and then said — 

"The chamber where blind Cuthred was slaughtered 
looks out on the woods behind where no one passes, 
and it is strong; it will be better for you to take him 
there." 

And he drew aside to let them pass. 

"Here, Wolf/' said the uncouth gaolet, " swifeYLVini^^aaL 
aee you have to guard him ," 
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The dog seemed to comprehend. He smelt around the 
prisoner, then displayed his huge fangs, and growled, as if 
to tell Alfgar what his fate would be if he tried to escape. 

The poor lad turned to his captors who had brought 
him there, for they seemed more humane than his new 
gaoler. 

"For pity's sake, tell me why I am brought here— 
what crime I have committed." 

No reply. 

" At least bear a message to one who will think I have 
deserted him in his need." 

Again they were silent. They had ascended a rough 
staircase. At the summit a passage led past two or three 
doors to one made of the strongest plank, and strengthened 
with iron. 

They opened it, thrust him in, showed him, by the 
light of their torches, a bed of straw in the comer. 

" There you can lie and sleep as peacefully as at Caris- 
brooke," said one of his guards. 

" And let me teU you," added Higbald, " that it wiU 
be certain death to try to get away ; for if you could escape 
fn«, my dog Wolf, who prowls about by day and night, 
would tear you in pieces before any one could help you. 
He has killed half-a-dozen men in his day." 

Like a poor wounded deer which retires to his thicket 
to die, Alfgar threw himself down upon the bed of straw. 
His reflections were very, very bitter. " What %DaM Ed- 
mund think of him? " 

" He will know I am faithful He will not think that 
the lad whose life he saved has deserted him. He will 
search till he find me even here." 

Thus in alternate hope and despair he sank at last to 
sleep— nature had its way — even as the criminal has slept 
on the rack. 



CHAPTEE XIV. 

THE SON AND THE FAVOURITE. 

A STORMY scene had meanwhile taken place in an interior 
chamber of the palace of the bishop, which had been 
metamorphosed into a council-chamber for the king. There 
were present Ethelred himself, his irrepressible son, the 
traitor Edric, the bishop, the sheriff of the shire, and the 
reeve of the borough, with the captain of the hus-carles, or 
royal guard. 

"We all need Divine guidance at this moment," said 
Edric, clasping his hands meekly ; " would you, my lord and 
king, ask the bishop to open our proceedings with especial 
prayer for the grace of meekness." 

" Hypocrite ! " said Edmund, with a sound like the 
gnashing of teeth. 

The bishop, however, said the form generally used at 
the meetings of council, but omitted to notice the special 
suggestion of Edric. 

" The case before us," said the king, " is a difficult and 
trying one, but one which we must discharge in our bounden 
duty towards our subjects. Perhaps it is well that the 
accusation so often urged by backbiters against our faithful 
subject Edric should " 

" Your majesty begs the question when you call that 
coward 'faithful'" 

"Silence, Edmund," said the king, sternly, "you are 
hardly yet of age, yet you dare to intftirviL'pX* Taa. \^%& 
gomg to sajr that it is a good thing the aACU^iovi ^cw^^ 

I 
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at lengih be plainly made, and not spoken in a comer by 
men who are a&aid to speak out" 

" Lest they should get the reward of Elfhelm of Shrews- 
bury," added Edmund. 

The bishop here interposed. 

"Prince, remember that God has said, * Honour thy 
father.' " 

"Has he not somewhere also said, * Parents, provoke 
not your children to anger * ?" 

" (xod judge between you, then," said the bishop, " but 
I warn you that you appear the greater transgressor." 

" Meanwhile," said Edric, " I feel like a man who is being 
put unjustly to the torture. What is the accusation against 
me % — ^let it be stated in plain words." 

" That just after the army disbanded in October, you 
visited the camp of Sweyn, and gave him to understand that 
the country was at his mercy, opposition being removed." 

" What day of the month ?" 

" I do not know the exact day." 

" Perhaps it was in the Greek calends," said Edric. 

" I do not know when the Greek calends are, nor do I 
want to ; my mother spent her time, I thank God, in teach- 
ing me to speak the truth, and to be true to my country, 
and not in teaching ine outlandish gibberisL" 

" Still," said the bishop, "it is important to learn theday." 

" Alfgar can perhaps inform you, but one day must have 
been much like another to him in the Danish camp." 

" His statement would need verification," said EdnotL 

" He is as true and brave as any man here." 

" Of course, all Danes are true and brave," said Edria 

" He is a Christian." 

" Yes ; I think he became one on S. Brice's day," sug- 
gested Edric. 

" To save his life, no doubt," said the sheriff. 

Meanwhile Ethelred had changed colour, and Edric 
cried out, — 

''Have we not forgotten. in "Nrt^o^^Y^eeewsfe^^^cfe^ The 
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king, who was quite ignorant of the mistaken zeal which 
misinterpreted his wishes that day, cannot bear to be re- 
minded of it. He is all too merciful and gentle for such 
days as ours." 

" I suppose he put on mourning for Elfhelm/* whis- 
pered Edmund in the bishop's ear. 

Forget not that he is your father.** 
We are wasting time,** said the king. " Edric, what 
is your answer to this accusation % ** 

" That when the army disbanded I went on pilgrimage 
to the shrine of S. Joseph at Glastonbury, and can produce, 
in the time requisite for a messenger to go and return, an 
attestation to that effect. Here,** he said, putting his hand 
to his bosom, and drawing out a reliquary, " is a holy thorn 
plucked from S. Joseph's tree.** 

" Art thou not adiamed, my son, to have brought such 
a charge against the venerator of the Saints, one of the few 
in whom faith yet lives % *' 

" No, for I do not believe he was ever there at all.** 

" Witness the holy thorn.** 

" Thorns may be plucked in bushels round Dorchester 
or any other place,** 

" It is a question of pure testimony,** said the bishop. 

" It is,** added the sheriff and the reeve. 

" Then, may I produce my witness ] *' said Edmund. 

" Certainly,** said the king. " By all means,** added 
Edric. The bishop called an attendant, and ordered bim 
to fetch Alfgar. 

" Before he enters I must remind you all,** said Edric, 
" that the word of a Dane is to be opposed to that of a 
Christian.*' 

" I have already said that Alfgar is a Christian.** 

'^ But Edric had already, by his adroit suggestion about 
S. Brice's day, predisposed the company to doubt the 
genuineness of Alfgar*s conversion. 

A long pause succeeded, which no one ^^^mfedi V^ <^;dX!^ 
ifo break. ^itAeired was anxious for his fa\o\iii\jfe \ ^e> \x«^^ 
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himself was studying how to meet the accusation; the 
Prince was furious, and was striving in vain to repress his 
surging passions, the others were perplexed. 

The messenger returned after a time to say that Alfgar 
had left the palace. 

" Left the palace !'' said Edmund. 

" About hiJf-an-hour since." 

^ There is some vile treason here " said Edmund. 

" Treason ! on whose part % *' said Edric. 

« Thine, villain." 

^ I am glad you think so, for you give me an oppor- 
tunity of demonstrating to the court how unreasonable your 
hatred makes you, and how unjust. I have not l^fb the 
king's presence since your first appearance." 

" It is true," said Ethebed. 

Edmund was completely baffled. 

'' It appears to me," said the king, '' that he fears the 
discovery of his villany, and has taken himself off. I will 
offer a fitting reward to the man who shall produce him; 
meanwhile, it is useless to continue this scene." 

" Wait at least a few minutes," said Edmund, and went 
forth himself. 

Vainly he sought through all the courts of the palace^ 
once he thought Alfgar, whose fidelity he never suffered 
himself to doubt, might be in the chapel, and went there in 
vain. At last he found a servitor who had seen him go 
with some men into the city, and hurried forth in search of 
him. He passed through all the streets inflaming the 
curiosity of the watchmen ; the darkness (for there were 
very few lamps, or lights of any kind, in those days for 
public use) was intense, a drizzling rain was falling, and at 
length, weary, wet, and dispirited, he returned to the palace, 
and found that the council, tired of waiting, had at length 
broken up. 

The bishop offered him hospitality, evidently sympa- 
tbising with his distress, uad. otlq^ «a<^tg^^Ad & doubt of the 
£delity of his page, \>\it l^rnxmiSL xes^g^^&^Vui&sSues^, 
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'^ He is trae as life/' he said. 

'^But the king himself is witness that Edric has not 
eft his presence." 

" K not, he has plenty of villains about him to antici- 
late his orders, vile as Gfodwin, port-hund of Shrewsbury. 
)epend upon it they have murdered him, but if so, I will 
ave vengeance, such vengeance ! — I will challenge the villain 
klric to single combat." 

" The Church would forbid it." 

"Do you then sympathise with the hypocrite 1" 

" Alas, my son ! who can read the heart of man % I 
now not what to think." 

" But you could read the history of the last campaign. 
L fool might — ^I beg pardon — ^were not all our plans known 
•eforehand % Did not all our enterprises fail % Were not 
U our ambushes anticipated? Did we not fall into all 
beirs ) If they had had a prophet like Elisha, who told 
he king of Israel all Benhadad said in his council-chamber, 
bey couldn't have managed better. Can you explain this ? " 

** No, my son." 

" Then I can, for I heard Sweyn say that they had a 
riend in the English camp." 

" Then you actually put your head in the lion's mouth, 
irincel" and the good bishop, purposely to relieve the 
mice's mind, drew out from him aU the story of his late 
dventures. Deep was the distrust which Ednoth himself 
ntertained of the fair-speaking Edric, yet he would not 
ncourage the Etheling in further ill-timed opposition to 
lis father. 

So at last Edmund slept, and trusted that with the 
dom he should find Alfgar ; but the mom came, and all 
lis inquiries were vain. 



The chamber in which Alfgar was confined contained 
\ box-like recess for the straw bed, a chair, and ^i xq>\sj^ 
able^ and these were all the comforts at W ^YS\}CS€Ai^^\)^ 
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they, were enough for one in that hardy age. It was very 
stron^y built^ not a loose plank about it, although the wind 
found its way through numerous crevices, to the slight dis- 
comfort of the inmate. 

But not one hour of sleep could Alfgar take all that 
night. What would the Etheling think of himi was his 
constant thought, he who had saved his life at the risk of his 
(the Etheling's) own. Must he not think that the lad whose 
life he had saved had been &lse to him 1 and this thought 
was agony to the faithful and true heart of the prisoner. 

He scarcely doubted for one moment into whose hands 
he had fallen — ^that he was in Edric Streom's power. The 
only thing he could not quite comprehend was, why they 
had thought it worth while to imprison him, when murder 
would seem the more convenient mode of removing an un- 
pleasant witness. 

Early on the following day he heard some people ap- 
proach the door of the house, and heard them admitted. 
Shortly afterwards a firm step ascended the stair, and the 
door opened. 

Edric Streom stood before him. 

The captor eyed his captive with a look of conscious 
pride, and said with some complacence, " You see, and per- 
haps repent, your rashness in tike accusation you made." 

" It was true." 

" I do not think it worth my while to deny it here ; 
but what of that ? — ^I am an Englishman by birth, but (let 
us say) a Dane by choice. You are a Dane by the fortune 
of birth, but an Englishman by choice; the worse choice, you 
will find, of the two." 

Alfgar felt confused. 

''But I did not come here to exchange compliments 
with you, nor to prove, as to the fools you have chosen to 
serve, that I was on ipUgi-vmage at the time you name. I 
have a direct purpose in detaining you here, for I have 
lately seen Sweyn." 

''Traitor!" 
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" I thought we had agreed that we could not throw 
stones at each other on that account WeU, the gentle 
Sweyn has taken your evasion very much to heart, and 
earnestly desires to repossess himself of your person ; but 
for this, my easiest plan would have been to rid myself of 
80 troublesome a witness in a more speedy manner, and 
you might ere this have fed the fishes of the Thames. 
Therefore," he continued, "unless you can satisfy me of 
two or three points, I shall deliver you to Swejm." 

Alfgar thought at first that this was simply an idle 
threat, since it would be almost impossible to convey him 
secretly through the country to the Isle of Wight. Edric 
understood his thoughts. 

" You forget," he said, " that Sweyn will shortly be here; 
your friend, the Etheling, may have told you that, if you 
did not know it before; he is teUing it to everybody, but no 
one believes him. Only think, no one will believe that 
Sweyn could be so audacious, and they think that, listening 
b^iind walls and in cupboards, the Etheling, perhaps, 
drank too much of what he found there — ^and that was all. 
Well, when Sweyn comes, he may, if he will, make a 
public example to all apostates in your honoured person ; 
meanwhile Edmund thinks you have deserted him." No 
torturer ever seemed to take a keener pleasure in the throes 
of his victim, than Edric in the mental agony he kindled in 
the breast of his unhappy prisoner. 

" But I said I might release you, or at least mitigate 
your fate, on one condition, that you answer me a plain 
question directly and plainly. Under what name does 
Edmund travel, and what disguise, and does he purpose to 
trust himself in the Danish camp again % Where is he at 
present residing ? he has disappeared from the palace." 

" Monster ! " said Alfgar, " you tempt like Satan. Away, 
and leave me to my fate." 

" You will think better of it by and by when confine- 
ment upon bread and water has tamed you. I will come 
once more, hut it will he the last time •, Mifli, is^as^ "^o^^ 
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should your people be defeated — ^the Danes I mean — still 
your escape would not necessarily follow ; the house might 
take fire, it is of timber, and woiQd soon bum down ; a sad 
misfortune it would be. (Jood morning. I am going to 
mass with the king ; shall I say a Pater and an Ave for 
you, since you are prevented from being there 1 The saints 
have you in their holy keeping ! ** 

His manner throughout had been like that of a cat 
playing with a mouse, and there was quite a gratified smile 
upon his lips as he went. 

Strange to say, Alfgar felt less miserable after he was 
gone. The wickedness of Ediic seemed so great, his 
hypocrisy so unblushing, that in his simple faith Alfgar 
could not believe that he would be allowed to succeed. 
Many a holy text in the Psalms came to his mind, and 
seemed to assure him of Divine protection. 

'* I myself have seen the ungodly in great power ; and 
flourishing like a green bay tree." 

" I went by, and, lol he was gone ; I sought him, but his 
place could nowhere be found." 

" Seek innocency, and take heed to the thing that is 
right : for that shall bring a man peace at the last." 

" So, come what will," said he, " I will trust in Him ; 
and never will I save my life by uttering one word which 
might betray the innocent." 

In this manner days lengthened into weeks. He tried 
in vain to open any intercourse with his ferocious jailor, 
whose ward was sometimes shared by a comrade, when there 
was much ungodly revelry below, and snatches of Danish 
war-songs mingled with profane oaths. The deep, deep 
bay of the mastiff sometimes gave warning of the advent of 
a stranger, or of the step heard from the distance, in the 
still deep night ; but this was all that Alfgar could learn of 
the outer world, from which he was banished at so critical 
a moment. 



CHAPTER XV. 

FATHER CTJTHBERT'S DIARY AT CLIFFTON. 

Sunday before Advent. — ^This evening, after the Vesper 
service in the church was over, and darkness had closed in, 
we all sat down to our evening meaL The doors were shut 
to keep out the storm, and I had already said grace, when 
the Etheling suddenly appeared. 

His manner struck us all. He looked wild and agitated, 
and his first words cast a chill over us. 

« Where is Alfgar 1" 

" Is he not with you, what has happened ]" said I and 
Herstan, speaking in the same breath. 

" No, I have lost him. I had hoped to find him here ; 
they must have murdered him," he cried. 

" Murdered him ! " 

" Yes, he was too dangerous to Edric to be suffered to 
live. I might have foreseen it; and they have put him out 
of the way by cowardly assassination," insisted the Etheling. 

There was too much reason in his words. 

"Besides," said he, "if he were well and uninjured, 
would he not have come here, where he was sure of a 
welcome 1" 

" I will go to Dorchester at once," said Herstan. 

** It is useless," said Edmund ; but my brother, having 
learnt all that the prince could tell him, mounted and rode 
into the town." 

Meanwhile Edmund evidently needed our care ; we 
found he had not eaten all day. 

" I have risked my life for my country " Ti^ md \ " ^JCki 
noTT ahat I bring tidings which ought to circ\\\ai2ti^ ^^nv^ 
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the land like the wind^ and rouse every man to action, I am 
disbelieved. Nay, it is hinted that I drank too much 
Danish wine and mead, and misunderstood what I heard. 
I could brain the man who dared say so to my faca I 
could — and would. Meanwhile no steps are taken, no 
levies called out ; but I will myself alarm the country. 
The innocent blood shall not be on my head." 

" Surely they must heed your warning," said we all 
together. 

" Not they. The fox, Edric, pretended that it was all 
moonshine." 

" But did you not expose his treachery V^ asked I. 

" I tried to do so ; but he pulled out a bit of some hedge, 
which he said was a holy thorn from S. Joseph's tree at 
Glastonbury, and that he was there on pilgrimage when 
Alfgar saw him — mw Aww, mark you — at the Danish^ camp 
on the borders of Sussex ; and I saw men, I won't men- 
tion names, who had more than once taken reward to 
slay the innocent, look as if they would go down on their 
knees to this holy thorn, which wasn't a holy thorn at 
all, but plucked from some hedge hard at hand. Did not 
Edric mock them in his heart ! I should like to strangle 
him." 

How I thought of those who tithed mint and rue, and 
all manner of herbs, and passed over justice, mercy, and the 
love of God. 

So, in unavailing complaints, midnight drew on, and we 
heard the sound of my brother's horse. 

He soon entered the room. We saw at a glance that 
he had laboured in vain, and spent his strength for nought. 

" No one has seen him," he said. 

" Have you asked many people ]" we inquired. 

" Yes, scores. The sheriff, the bishop, the watchmen, 
the tradesfolk — ^no one has seen or heard aught. I will 
go again to-morrow," 

" Meanwhile, do the people know what passed at the 
banquet last night )" 
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" No ; it has all been kept quiet," was the reply. We 
could do no more, and all retired to rest. I have sat up to 
say my mattins and finish this diary. It is now nearly the 
tliird hour of the mom, and 

Monday Nighty 2Zd Nov. 1006. — I had written as far as 
the word " and," when I was alarmed by a loud cry from the 
chamber next my own, which was occupied by the Etheling. 
I rose, and knocked at the door, but, receiving no answer, 
opened it and went in. 

I saw at once that the prince was delirious ; the fever, 
which I had marked in his eyes and manner, but which he 
straggled against, had at length overcome his brave spirit. 

Just as I entered the room, bearing my torch, he sprang 
out of bed. 

" There is a snake under my pillow." 

I tried to soothe him. 

" It is Edric ; he is turned into a snake, and is trying 
to sting me. KiU him 1 kill him !" 

I got him into bed with some difficulty, and sat by him, 
after living him a composing draught-for I never travel 
without a few simples at hand, in case of sickness amongst 
those to whom I minister. 

He slept at last, but it was evident to me that exposure 
and excitement had grievously injured his health, and that 
he was in danger of prolonged sickness. Ever and anon 
he raved in Jiis sleep about Sweyn, Edric, his father, and 
Alfgar, mixing them up in his mind most strangely : but 
the object of his abhorrence was ever Edric, while he spoke 
of Alfgar, " poor Alfgar ! " as a father might speak of a son. 

I watched by him all through the night, and in the 
morning he was evidently too ill to rise. His mind became 
dear for a short time, and yet his memory was so confused 
that he scarcely comprehended where he was, or how he 
got here. 

So my return to Abingdon is inde&aitdy dfeY-a.^^^L^iQ^ 
Herstan and my sister both insist on my st^jm^ \5^V^\s» 
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out of danger, if Grod will ; and indeed I know no one 
else to whose care I could willingly commit him. 

We think it best not to let his father or Edric know 
where he is, for we know how his death would rejoice the 
latter, and the wish is often father to the action* A little 
would turn the scale now. 

Herstan has gone into Dorchester again to inquire about 
Alfgar, and to ascertain whether any action has been taken 
consequent upon Edmund's intelligence from Carisbrooke. 

Saturday. — Figil of S. Andrew, and Eve of Adveni 
Sunday, — ^All this week I have been watching by the sick- 
bed of the Etheling. 

I hope the crisis is past, but he is still very weak. He 
has been delirious nearly the whole time, and to-day has 
but a confused idea of things around him. 

All our inquiries about Alfgar have been fruitless, but 
there was one circumstance which we learned, which seemed 
to me to bear some reference to the matter. 

The fenyman, whose hut is situate at the bend of the 
river below the Synodune hills, where people cross for 
Wittenham, says that late on the night in question a boat 
with four people passed down the river, and that it struck 
him that one only rowed, while two of the rest seemed 
guarding the fourth passenger. He did not know the boat, 
yet he thought he knew every boat on the river. 

This he has told to Herstan and others, but no further 
discovery has ensued. 

But another important matter has claimed our atten- 
tion. The king left on Monday without making any efforts 
to profit by the Etheling*s discovery at Carisbrooke ; but 
we could not in conscience let the matter rest. So Herstan 
and I went on to Dorchester on Wednesday, and I obtained 
an audience of the bishop, while he sought the sheriff. 

The bishop received me very kindly, and talked to me 

a great deal about the happy days of Dunstan, when peace 

and plenty ruled eveiywhex© \ \poS> \ \^^ ^'^ ^^T^^t^A^on 
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io the point I aimed at, and told him frankly how alanned 
ire were at Abingdon about Edmund's tidings. 

'^ And so was I," said he, '^ and I have persuaded the 
dng to place guards and watchers all through the coasts 
opposite the Wight, and with Edric's aid we elaborated a 
[oodly plan." 

^' Indeed," said I, ^ but I wish Edric had nought to do 
dth it." 

'^ So did I at first, but I feel convinced that the young 
)ane who vanished so suspiciously must have deceived the 
»nnce concerning the presence of Edric in the Danish camp, 
nd that we have no sufficient reason for thinking him such 
. child of hell as he would be could he betray his country 
has cruelly. It would be Satanic wickedness. He is, I 
lelieve, a bad and untrustworthy man, but not quite so bad 
fl aU that." 

I tried to explain my reasons for being of a contrary 
•pinion, and asked what was the ;pl(m, 

"Advanced guards have been placed all along the 
oasts of Hampshire, beacons prepared on every hill, with 
onstant attendants, so that the Danes would find their 
oming blazed over the country at once." 

" But if so, what men have we to oppose to them % " 

** The sheriff has promised that the levies shall appear 
a case of need." 

" Does he realise the danger % " 

" I hardly think he believes in it ; but the beacons will 
;ive sufficient warning." 

** Who has arranged the guards and chosen the sites 
or the beacons % " 

" Edric, of course, as general of the forces under theking. 

I could say no more — it was useless — ^but I felt very 
ick at heart. After the noon meat I left the palace, and 
bund my brother ready to depart for home. His inter- 
riew had been the counterpart of mine. Neither had he 
mcceeded in convincing the sheriff that there wa& say daa- 
iierto be apprehended. 
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Well, all we can do is to prepare ourselves for the 
worst. I find that no tidings have been sent by any autho- 
rity to the men of this estate to hold themselves in readi- 
ness for sudden alarm. I wonder whether the same re- 
missness prevails elsewhere. No one expects danger. The 
Danes, they say, never fight in winter. 

Advent Sunday, 1006. — My patient was able to sit up 
for a short time to-day, but his weakness is very pitiable 
to behold, and he dares not leave his room. He inquired 
very earnestly after Alfgar, and I found great difficulty in 
persuading him to commit the matter to Grod, which is all 
that we can do; for although the river has been dragged, the 
country searched, no tidings have yet been obtained, and we 
can only believe that the poor lad has been secretly murdered 
and buried, or that he has been sent away out of the country. 

** I had a strange dream about him,'' said Edmund. 
" I thought that it was midnight of Christmas Eve, and that 
I was attending mass, when, just as the words were sung by 
the choir, * Pax in terra,* the scene suddenly changed, and 
I stood in the dark on the chalk hills which overlook the 
Solent ; by my side was a beacon ready laid for firing. I 
thought next I saw the Solent covered with the war-ships 
of the Danes, who were advancing towards the English shore, 
and that I tried to fire the beacon, but all in vain, for the 
wood was wet through, and would not bum. 

" Then I had a strange sense of woe and desolation, for 
my country was in danger, and I could not even warn her. 
All at once I heard steps rushing towards me, and Alfgar 
appeared bearing a lighted torch. He thrust it into the 
pile, and it fired at once. Other beacon-fires answered it, 
and the country was aroused. Then I awoke." 

Saturday, LeMrriher 5thj 1006. — ^The week has again been 
spent mainly at Cliffton. The prince is better, but only 
able to rise a few hours each day, and I fear a relapse would 
be fatal 
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On Wednesday I visited Abingdon, and had a long 
onference with the abbot about the neglected warning 
Sdmnnd had given; but he seemed to think that the 
eacon fires and the guards placed near the sea coast secure 
s sufficiently. Like all the world, he thinks that the Ethe- 
ing has exaggerated the danger. 

I have written a full account of all things to my brother 
t .^cendune. Father Adhelm is still there ministering 
[> the flock. 

Saturday^ December 12/A, 1006. — The week has passed 
lonotonou^y enough. The Etheling is now able to leave 
is room, but the stormy weather, with its torrents of rain, 
lakes it impossible for him to leave the house. The river 
as overflowed its banks ; all the country around is like a 
ike. We console him by telling him that all has been 
one which is possible, both to warn the people and learn 
[le £ate of Alfgar. He tries to look contented, but if he 
new how little has really been done, and that that little 
as been in Edric's hands, he would not be so contented. 

Saiurday, December 19th, 1006. — ^A very severe frost has 
et in this week, and there has been much snow ; the whole 
ountry is decked in her winter braveries for Christmas. 
> that it may pass in peace, as the birth-day of the 
^rince of Peace should pass 1 

I intend to spend it at Clifl'ton, after which I shall 
etom to my flock at ^scendune. 

Edmund has been out to-day, but the sharp air hurt 
is lungs, which have been grievously inflamed, and he was 
3rced to return early. 

He has been so patient for one of his temperament, so 
rateful for attention shown him, one would hardly think 
he lion could be such a lamb. He intends to receive the 
blessed Sacrament of the Body and Blood of Christ on 
Hmstmas day in the little church of S. Michael here^ and 
bi? lie will leave for London in the conxfi^ oi \Ik\ft "^^^ 
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We have heard nothing of Alfgar — we fear there is no 
hope ; but the piince clmgs to it, and says his dream will 
come true, and that Alfgar has yet a great work to do. 

Christmas Eve, 1006. — O happy happy Christmas-tide! 
All griefs seem hashed and all joys sanctified by the blessed 
mystery of the Incarnation* O that Mary's blessed Son, 
the Prmce of Peace, may indeed bring us peace on earth, 
and good will towards men ! 

The weather is beautiful. The stars shine as brightly 
to-night as if they were the lights about His throne j the 
very earth has decked herself in her dear and spotless robe 
of snow in His honour. As for the dear ones who were 
with us last Christmas — ^Bertric, Alfgar (for I fear he is gone 
where I hope he keeps a happier Christmas) — ^they have left 
the heart less lonely, for if we miss them on earth they 
seem to attract us to heaven, which is yet more like home 
when we think of the loved and the lost who await us 
there. 

We sing a midnight mass in an hour in the little church, 
another to-morrow at dawn, a third in the full daylight 
All the good people ^here will communicate, and the even- 
ing will be given up to such merry-making as is befitting 
amongst Christians. All the ceorls and serfs will be at the 
Hall, and the prince will share the entertainment Her- 
stan and Bertha have been very busy preparing for it, as 
also their children, Hermann, Ostryth, and ^tElfleda. 

But I must go and assist in decking the church for the 
midnight festivity. 



CHAPTEE XVI. 

TH£ FEAST OF CHRISTMAa 

Alfqar had completely lost the reckoning of times and 
days since his imprisonment, but he felt that weeks must 
Lave passed away, and that the critical period foretold by 
Edmund must be near, so he listened anxiously for any 
intelligence from the world without. 

At last the weather became very cold, and being with- 
out a fire, his sufferings were great, until his ferocious 
gaoler, finding him quite stiffened, brought up a brazier of 
coals, which saved his prisoner's life, while it filled the 
room with smoke, which could only escape by the crevices 
in walls and roof, for to open a window would have been 
as bad as to dispense with the fire, such was the state of 
the outer air. 

It was what we call an old-fashioned Christmas, in all 
its glory and severity — a thing easy enough to bear, nay 
to enjoy, when men have warm fires and plenty of food, 
but hard enough to endure where these are absent. 

At last Alfgar could but conclude it was Christmas 
tide, for Higbald was joined by two comrades, and they 
sang and rioted below in a way which showed that they 
had got plenty of intoxicating drink, and were making free 
with it. 

In the evening of the day Higbald brought him up his 
supper, staggering as he did so, and with it he brought in 
a bowl of hot mead. " Drink," he said, " and drown care. 
It is Yule tide, and drink thou must and shalt." 

Alfgar drank moderately, for sooth, to ^a^ it ^^& ycl- 
\igontmg and welcome that cold day, "but Hi^^XSl feasScksA 

K 
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tlie bowl thai md there, and then staggering down, drew 
the vsxfft bolt in sach a way that it missed the staple, 
which iatx he was too drank to perceive. 

Alf^ar watched the action with eager eyes. It was the 
first time there had beoi even a chance of escape. 

Meanwhile the evenrng sped by ; and the noisy crew 
below qnarrclled and sang, drank and shouted, while the 
blight moonlight — blister as it was reflected from the 
snow of that December night — stole over the scene. 

Not till then did Alfgar pass silently through the open 
door, and listen at the head of the staircase. Before him 
was the outer door, the key in the lock. The question was, 
Could he reach it unobserred by men or mastiff) 

Liberty was worth the attempt. He descended the stairs 
softly. At the bottom he looked around. The door was 
fastened which led into the large hall where the gaolers were 
drinking. He advanced to the outer portal, when he heard 
the growl of the d(^ from behind the inner door. The 
moment was critical Evidently his masters did not com- 
prehend the action of the too faithfdl brute, for they cursed 
and swore at it. Even then it growled, and the drunken 
fools — drunken they must have been indeed — ^threw some 
heavy missile at it, which caused it to yelp and cease its 
growling. 

Just then something flashed in the ray of moonlight 
which stole in through an aperture over the door. 

It was a sharp double-edged sword. 

He grasped it with eagerness. It was now a case of 
liberty or death. He knew how to wield it full welL 

Stealthily he turned the key and the door stood open. 
Still his captors sang, and he caught the words, — 

** When we cannot get blood we can drink the red wine, 
The Sea King sang in his might ; 
For it maddens the brain, it gives strength to the ann, 
And kindles the soul in the fight" 

"Sow he was on the outer side of the door, and he shut it, 
tmd then locked it and toaaed ^i^^ \ls^ \x^ ^^ ^5C!Lt;s^« 
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Bat which way was he to go ? He could not make out 
the locality, but it was evident that the hill rose above him, 
and he knew that from its summit he could discern the 
bearings of places ; so he resolved to ascend. 

It was now about nine at night, an hour when our 
ancestors generally retired to rest. All Alfgar's desire and 
hope — O how joyful a hope ! — ^was to see from the hill the 
bearings of Gliffton, and to descend, with all the speed in 
his power, towards it. He might arrive before they had 
retired to rest. So he ran eagerly forward. The moon was 
bright, and the snow reflected so much light that locomotion 
was easy. 

And now he became conscious that there was a strange 
gleam along the snow on his left hand, — a strange red 
gleam, which grew stronger and stronger as he advanced. 
It seemed above and below, — ^to redden the skies, the frozen 
tree-tops with their glittering snow-wreaths, and the smooth 
surface beneath alike. 

Kedder and redder as he ascended, until he suddenly 
emerged upon the open hill. Before him were earthworks, 
which had been thrown up in olden wars, before English- 
man or Dane had trodden these coasts. He scrambled into 
a deep hoUow filled with snow, then out again, and up to 
the summit, when he saw the cause of the illumination. 

Before him the whole country to the south-east seemed 
in flames. Village after village gave forth its baleful light ; 
and even while he gazed the fiery flood burst forth in spots 
hitherto dark. He stood as one transfixed, until the wind 
brought with it a strange and fearful cry, as if the ezultar 
tion of fiends were mingled with the despairing cry of 
perishing human beings. 

He knew whence it came by the red light slowly steal- 
ing beyond the next hill, and the fiery tongues of flame 
wMch rose heavenward, although the houses were hidden 
by the ground. 

It was from Wallingford, a town three milft^ \i^\o^ "Qot- 
(^eeter. He knew, too, where he was himseAi •, QiXidL\)ck& WJkft 
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impulse which rushed upon him was to hasten to Cliffton, 
where he trusted he might find Edmund, or, at least, hear 
of him in this dread emergency. He saw the village lying 
beneath in the distance, and turned to rush downward, 
entering the wood in a different direction* 

But what sound is that which makes him start and 
pause ? 

It is the bay of the mastiff. He is pursued. He clasps 
his sword with desperate tenacity, in which a foe mi^t 
read his doom, and rushes on, crushing through the brush- 
wood. 

Again the bay of the hound. 

" Onward, onward," he tramples through bush and 
bramble, until he sees his progress suddenly arrested by 
the dark-flowing river. 

He coasts along its banks, keeping up stream. The bay 
of the dog seems close at hand, and the trampling of human 
feet accompanies it. 

All at once he comes upon a road descending to the 
brink, and sees a ferry-boat at the foot of the descent 
He rushes towards it and enters. The pole is in the boat. 
He unlooses the chain, but with difficulty, and precious 
moments are lost. He hears the panting of the ferocious 
beast just as he pushes the boat, with vigorous thrust, out 
into the stream. 

The dog, followed closely by the men, is on the bank. 
The men curse and swear, but the dog plunges into the chilly 
stream, which, being swollen, has too rapid a current to 
freeze. Alfgar sees the brute swimming after the boat ; he 
ceases to use the pole, but takes his sword, kneels on the 
stem of the boat, and waits for the mastiff. It gains the 
boat, and tries to mount, when the keen steel is driven 
between the fore-paws to its very heart. One loud howl, 
and it floats down the stream, dyeing the waters with its 
life-blood. 

" Cursed Dane I" shouts Higbald, " thou shalt pay with 
thy own life-blood." 
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'' When you catch me ; and even then you must fight 
for it. Meanwhile, if you be an Englishman, warn the good 
people of Dorchester that the Danes are upon them. Your 
^£dric has betrayed them." 

Beaching the other shore, Alfgar finds smooth meadows 
all covered with snow. He knows his way now. A little 
higher up he strikes the main road which leads to Clififton, 
and rushes on past field and grove, past hedgerow and 
forest. Behind him the heavens are gro\ving angry with 
lurid light, before him the earth lies in stillness and silence ; 
the moonbeams slumbering on placid river, glittering on 
frozen pool, or silvering happy homesteads — Chappy hitherto. 
He sees the lights in the hall of Herstan yet burning, and 
casting their reflection abroad. He is at the foot of the 
ascent leading up to it One minute more and 



Christmas day was almost over when the population of 
Herstan's village of CMton obeyed the summons with 
alacrity to spend the evening in the hall in feasting and 
merriment. They had all duly performed the religious 
duties of the day, and had been greatly edified by the homily 
of Father Guthbert at mass ; and now innocent mirth was 
to close the hallowed day — ^mirth which they well believed 
was not alien to the birthday of Him who once sanctified 
the marriage festivities at Cana by His first miracle. 

So thither flocked the young and the old : the wood- 
rangers and hunters from the forests of Newenham, where 
Herstan had right of wood-cutting; the men who wove 
baskets and hurdles of osier- work from the river-banks ; the 
theows who cultivated the home farm; the ceorls who 
rented a hide of land here and a hide there — all, the grand- 
father and the grandson, accepted the invitation to feast. 
The rich and the poor met together, for God was the Maker 
of them alL 

The huge Yule-log burnt upon the 1[iedx\>\i ^ \k» Vl^ 
done since it was lighted the night before *, a ^to^^Q'cl ^1 



1S4 ALFGAR THE DANE. 

torches tamed nigfat into day ; the tables groaned with the 
weight of the good cheer; in short, all was there which 
could express joy and thankagiTing. 

The sapper was oyer ; the wild boar roasted whole, the 
huge joints of matton and bee^ the made dishes, the various 
preparations of milk, had disappeared, the cheerfal cap was 
handed roand ; after which die tables were removed, the 
g^eemen sang their Christmas carols, and all went merry as 
a " marriage belL" 

Father Gathbert, seated in a comer near the Yule-log, 
with his brother-in-law and the Etheling, forgot all his 
apprehensions, and shared in the universal joy around him ; 
if his thoughts were sometimes with those who had once 
made Christmas bright to him — ^if he thought of the bright- 
haired Bertric, who had been the soul of last Yule-tide 
festivity at ^scendune, or of the desolated home there, he 
dismissed the subject from his mind at once, and suffered no 
hint to drop which could dim the mirth of his fellow guests. 

Meanwhile, one of those whom he strove in vain to 
forget for the time drew nearer and nearer; a haggard 
figure, wan and worn by painful imprisonment^ the garments 
dishevelled, the hair matted, the whole figure wild with 
excitement, he drew near the outer gate. 

He heard the song of joy and peace within as he paused one 
moment before blowing the horn which hungat the outer gate. 

Peace ! Peace ! 
The whole wide world rejoiceth now, 

Let war and discord cease ; 
Christ reigneth from the manger. 
Away with strife and danger ; 
Our God, before whom angels bow. 
Hath taught this lesson by his birth, 
Good will to men, and peace on earth. 

Peace! Peace! 
Hark, tlm)ugh the silent air 
Angelic songs declare 
God comes on earth to dwell ; 
hear the heavenly chorus swell. 

Good Witt to meii. 

And on eaxt\i, i^«ga. 
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He could bear it no longer, the contrast was too painful, 
he mnst break the sweet charm, the hallowed song, for the 
sky was reddening yet more luridly behind him, and each 
moment he expected to see Dorchester burst forth into 
flames. O what a Christmas night ! 

He blew the horn, and had to blow it again and again 
before he was heard. 

At length a solitary serf came to the gate : " Who is 
there % " 

"A messenger for the Etheling; is Prince Edmund 
with you 1 I would see him." 

" All are welcome to-night, but I fear you will find the 
Etheling ill-disposed to leave the feast." 

" Let me in." 

Astonished at the tone of the request, the porter reluc- 
tantly complied, first looking around. 

" Why, thou art wild and breathless ; is aught amiss 1 " 

" Step out and look over the hills; what dost thou see ?" 

" Why, the heaven is in fire ; is it the northern Hghts % " 

" Sovihem, you mean ; the Danes are upon us." 

Staggered by the tidings, the man no longer opposed 
his entrance, and Alfgar staggered into the hall, forgetting 
that he was come amongst them like one risen from the dead. 

He entered the hall at first unnoticed, but the merry 
laughter and cheerful conversation withered before his pre- 
sence, as of one who came to blast it. 

Father Cuthbert and Edmund, amongst others, turned 
round to see what caused the lull, and started from their 
seats as they beheld at the end of the room Alfgar, his face 
pale as one risen from the dead^ his black locks hanging 
dishevelled around his neck, his garments torn, his whole 
person disordered. At first they really believed he had 
returned from the tomb. 

They hesitated, but for one moment, in speechless sur- 
prise, then rushed forward. 

"Alfgar!" cried the Prince. "My soul" criad E^t\\ft?t 
Catiihert, ^^ whence bast thou comet dost tidow "j^\»\ct^V^ 
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" Father ; Prince ; I live to warn you — ^the Danes, the 
Danes ! " and he sank fainting into the arms of Herstan. 

^ Sorely he raves," said they alL 

The porter here ventured to speak 

^ My lord, please go to the front of the house and look 
over the water." 

Father Cuthbert and Edmund at once left the hall, fol- 
lowed by several others. 

The mansion was seated on a considerable elevation ; 
below them rolled the Isis ; across the river a couple of 
miles of flat meadow land lay between them and the Syno- 
dune hills, and beyond the lessening range of those hills, on 
the south-east, they looked, and behold the smoke of the 
country went up as the smoke of a furnace. 



CHAPTER XVn. 

FOR HEARTH AND HOME. 

The inhabitants of Cliifton stood on the terrace in front 
of the hall, gazing upon the fiery horizon, wrapped in 
emotions of surprise and alarm. Living as they did in an 
unsettled age, and fisir more prepared than we should be for 
such a contingency, yet the sense of the rapid approach of 
a cruel and remorseless foe struck terror into many hearts. 

But they had one amongst them to whom warfare and 
strife were a second nature — one in whom the qualities 
which form the hero were very fully developed. He gazed 
with sadness, but without fear, at the coming storm, and 
to their late patient the inmates of the hall turned for 
advice and aid in their dread emergency. 

" What shall we do 1" asked Herstan, gazing with inde- 
scribable feelings at those who clung to him for support. 

" The case is clear as the day," said the prince. " The 
storm I foretold in vain has broken over the land, and the 
levies are not ready to meet it. Listen ; you may hear the 
sounds of alarm from Dorchester even here. They see their 
danger." 

The tolling of the alarm bells, the sound of distant 
shouts^ the blowing of trumpets rolled in a confused flood 
of noise across the intervening space — sl distance of between 
two and three miles — and manifested the intense alarm of 
the city, so cruelly aroused from dreams of peace. 

" But what shall we do ?" 

"Defend the place it attacked; it is ^eW^^AjK^XftftL^^t 
defence. You have the river on one side, aaaA. a <^fi. lio "X^wv^ 
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could scale in the £ice of our batde-azes ; on the other side, 
jour earthworks and palisades keep the foe at a distance 
6om the main baDding. How many able-bodied men are 
presoit now f* 

^ Happihr we hare all our force ; the feast has brought 
them all her^. There would be from sixty to seventy men, 
besides a score of boys." 

^ And how are yon proyided with weapons 1" 

**£ach man has a battle-axe, and there are scores of 
spears in the armoury." 
** And arrows t" 

** Whole sheaves of them; and as good yew bows as were 
ever bent/* 

^ Come, we shall do ; and now about provisions 1" 

" You see we have bounteous fare now, but it would not 
last many days." 

^ Many days we shaU not want it — ^many days ! Why, 
the levies must all be out within twenty-four hours, and the 
Danes are not strong enough to maintain themselves here. 
It is but a raid ; but they might all have been taken or 
slain had my fatiier but believed me. As it is, they have 
shed much innocent blood by this time." 

'* You think, then, our buildings are capable of defence)" 

'* Assuredly ; it would be madness to sacrifice such a 
position. K the Danes are about in the neighbourhood, it 
would be far more dangerous to expose your helpless ones 
maOwoX the fortifications. Have you all your people here, or 
are there a few sick ?" 

" A few sick, only." 

'^ Let them be sought at once ; the heathen will be 
revelling like fiends about the county. For the present I 
think Dorchester and Abingdon safe. Wallingford, if I 
may judge by the light over the hills, has utterly fallen. 
They were probably taken unawares ; and their defences 
were never good. Now we must at once to work." 

'^ Prince, you have more experience of war than I; you 
wHl be OUT commander V 
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^ I accept the post To tell the truth, it will be a treat 
for me after the illness and confinement I have gone through ; 
the thought of the struggle makes me feel myself again/' 

And so this strangely constituted man went forth and 
spoke to the assembled multitude, who stood passively 
gazing at the distant conflagration. 

" Now, Englishmen, a few words to you all. We shall 
have, I hope, to fight these Danes ; and for the honour of 
our country must even quit ourselves like men. Why 
should not the Englishman be a match for the Dane % ay, 
more than a match for the cut-throat heathen % Here we 
stand on a rock with our defence secure ; and here we will 
live or die in defence of our women and children. What 
say you all 1" 

" We will live or die with you." 

" Well said, men. Now, one good hearty cheer ; no, 
stop, I should like them to be caught in their own traps. I 
know their plan. K they find the good people of Dorches- 
ter are awake, as the noise shows, they will swarm all over 
the neighbourhood like wasps after honey, to plunder the 
isolated houses and farms, and carry off all they can ; and 
this place is too conspicuous — ^too much of a city on a hill 
— ^to be hidden. Well, we will be ready for them. Now, first 
of all, we must set our outposts around to give us due 
warning of their approach ; and then every man must arm 
himself as best he can, and let me see what figure you can 
all make." 

He was interrupted by a childish voice, and saw 
Herstan's little son, a boy of twelve years, touching his 
garment, and looking at him with unfeigned admiration. 

" May I not fight the Danes, Prince V^ 

" No, you are too young ; you must go and take care 
of your mother and sisters." 

" I don't want to be shut up with the women. I have 
killed a wolf. I shot him with my bow in Newenham 
wood." 

''Well, we will see by and by, my'VytaNfe \iQ^. ^'^ 
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shall have work for all ; go and arm with the rest Well, 
Alfgar V 

** Let my post he near you." 

" You will fight in this quarrel, then 1 " 

" Yes ; to save Christian blood." 

" Then I adopt you as an Englishman — ^Dane no longer. 
I know your courage and coolness, and will employ it where 
it is wanted. Now, you know the place ; come and place 
the outposts where they can retire easily." 

The small sally-port, as it would have been called in 
later times, was opened, and two men were in each case 
posted together all round the building, under cover of trees, 
at convenient distances. The trees inmiediately around the 
house had been cut down a few weeks earlier, by order of 
Herstan, who saw they might afford cover to an enemy, in 
case the prince's prophecies were fulfilled, as proved now to 
be the case. 

The building was large and irregular, and had been added 
to at various times, the hall, looking over the river, forming 
its most conspicuous portion ; but it had not originally 
been built for purposes of defence, and could not have 
endured the Danish assault for a moment, but for external 
defences, utterly independent of the building, which had 
been recently added ; a mound, surmounted by crossed pali- 
sades, skilfully strengthened by osier bands, and a deep outer 
ditch, now full of snow, surrounded the building on three 
sides. The fourth was defended by the river, which, being 
full owing to the late rains, rushed impetuously along below. 

" Alfgar," said Edmund, " ask Father Cuthbert to see 
that all the helpless ones — ^women and children — are safely 
shut up in an inner apartment, where no Danish arrow can 
find them." 

This was accomplished, and Father Cuthbert cheered 

them all with his calm placid manner ; reassuring this one 

and cheering that, seeming quite insensible to fear himself: 

one moment all sympathy, then, all brightness, his presence 

w&a invaluable in the ciiaiA. 
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*^ And now," said Edmund, '' to the stables ; the horses 
and cattle must be tinned loose to-night, or the Danes will 
bum them in their bams and sheds.'' 

The farm buildings lay some little distance without, 
and the Etheling and Alfgar, with two or three farm 
servants, carried out the task hastily but effectually. 
Duties were meanwhile assigned to all the able-bodied 
women and boys : some provided buckets and ladders, that, 
in case the Danes attempted to kindle a flame, they might 
attempt in vain ; others tore up lint and prepared bandages 
for the wounded, while others passed into the upper apart- 
ments to see that no lights remained which could direct 
the aim of the foe. 

The night had somewhat changed its character while 
all these things were going on ; clouds obscured the moon, 
and light flakes of snow commenced to fall The wind 
began to moan, as if a storm were at hand. 

Alfgar visited the outposts while Edmund assigned 
their several stations to the men, who were now armed in 
readiness for the defence. When the former reached the 
post on the river's bank lower down, he saw that the 
sentinel had thrown himself eat to the earth, and was 
listening intently ; he imitated his example. 

A deep dull sound from the distance was heard, and 
Alfgar recognised the tread of an approaching host. 

" Let us withdraw," he said. 

They fell back quietly ; Alfgar, passing rapidly round, 
warned all the other sentinels, and when all had entered, 
the gates were closed ; all was done in profound silence. 

Then Edmund caused the men to fit their arrows to 
the string, and to lie upon the inward slope of the earth- 
works, so as to be invisible ; he placed all the rest of the 
men at the windows and loopholes of the building. Similarly 
prepared, Edmund, with Alfgar and young Hermann by his 
side, waited at the window commancUng the gateway, when 
the Lady Bertha came up to them. 

"Ha5 not Father Cutibert returned 1" 
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" Returned % " 

" Yes ; he went to the church to bring in the sacred 
vessels and vestments." 

Alfgar rose instantly. 

" I will go and seek him," he cried. 

" Then pass out by the postern gate, on the angle 
nearest the church ; I fear the danger is great, but he must - 
be told that the foe is near, or he may fall into their hands." 

Alfgar left the hall and passed to an angle of the defences 
where a little gate led out towards the church ; the bridge 
had been removed, and he had absolutely to descend into 
the ditch amongst the deep snow. 

Emerging, he crossed the burial yard, and found the 
good father returning heavily laden with the precious vessels 
and other objects he had been able to save. 

" Father," he said ; " the enemy is near." 

" Indeed ! so soon % " 

" We must enter by the postern gate." 

" I could hardly cross the snow burdened as I am ; is it 
unsafe to try the other gate? I hear no sound, see no 
symptom of danger." 

They paused ; all was so quiet that Alfgar yielded, and 
they passed round the mansion. The drawbridge was up, 
and no danger seemed near ; the trees were in deep shadow, 
for the clouds, obscuring the moon, made the night very dark. 

Alfgar gave the signal, and the drawbridge was lowered ; 
but they had scarcely set foot upon it when dark figures 
rushed from the shadows behind them. The bridge, which 
they both had passed, was actually rising, when the foremost 
Dane leapt upon it, but was rewarded by a blow from the 
battle-axe of Alfgar, which sent him tumbling into the 
snow ; two or three others leapt forward and clung to the 
edge of the bridge, but fell into the ditch like the first ; 
the two fugitives entered, and the gate was closed. 

Then the awful war-cry of the Danes arose from earth 

to heaven, chilling the very blood; and, disdaining all 

fuithev concealment, tlie m\it^«to\x&^wTvc>^Tv\3^i^^tward, 
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doubtless expecting to find the place almost undefended, 
and to carry the defences at a rush. 

But they were soon fatally undeceived, for so perfect 
had been Edmund's arrangements, that a storm of arrows 
burst from all parts of tiie building and embankment, 
lajring nearly half the assailants dying or wounded on 
the ground. 

Still the survivors threw themselves into the ditch, and 
strove in vain to pass the palisades, which projected over 
their heads, and which were vigorously defended by spear 
and battle-aze. 

But in one place a gigantic warrior succeeded in hewing 
an aperture with his axe, wielded by giant strength, and 
all might have been lost had not Edmund perceived it, 
and rushed to its defence, collecting by his shout half-a- 
dozen followers. Several Danes strove to pass the breach ; 
one was already through, and Edmund attacked him; 
meanwhile two others had crept through, but were cut off 
from their fellows, for the English rallied in front and pre- 
sented an impenetrable barrier with their spears, while 
from the windows above the arrows rained upon the assail- 
ants. 

Edmund's axe had found its victim ; Herstan, who was 
by his side, had engaged and wounded the second ; and, 
meanwhile, Alfgar, who was glaring about him for a foe, 
discovered the third, whose aspects and form were at once 
recognised by him. 

" What ! you, Higbald ! " he cried. 

** You shaJl escape no more," cried his late gaoler, and 
brought his axe down with a mighty rusL Alfgar leapt 
nimbly aside, and before his bulbyr but clumsy antagonist 
could recover his guard, passed his keen sword beneath the 
left arm, through the body, and the giant staggered and 
fell, a bloody foam rising to his lips, as he quivered in the 
agonies of deatL 

All was again silent. The Danes, discomfited for the 
moment^ having lost half their number, YisA x^XAt^i^ \t^ 
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bably waiting for reinforcements, and the victor addressed 
Edmund. 

" Look," he cried ; " this man is a servant of Edric 

Streom." 

" Is it true, fellow 1" said Edmund sternly. 

" What if it is 1 I am dying now, and it cannot matter to 
me." The last words were interrupted by a convulsive 
struggle. 

"Art thou an Englishman or a Dane?" said the 
Etheling, bending over the dying ruffian in his anxiety to 
learn the whole trutL 

" What is that to thee % " 

" Much, if thou wouldst escape death." 

" Escape death ! I cannot Neither wilt thou escape 
Edric Streom, and I shall not die unavenged. Ah ! young 
springal, thm, wilt not escape again. To think that thy 
puny hand should give Higbald his death-blow! Ah, I 
am choked ! " 

Alfgar's sword had pierced his lungs, and a gush of 
blood rushing to the mouth stopped the breath of Higbald 
for ever. 

" I have brought the foe upon you. We are tracked," 
said Alfgar. '^ Edric and the Danes are in alliance." 

" But they have not taken this place yet ; neither shall 
they, by God's help ! Ha ! was that lightning % Nay, it 
is winter." 

A sudden burst of fiery light illuminated the scene, 
and the defenders looked forth, in spite of their danger, 
from their fortifications. The little church of S. Michael 
burst forth into billowing eddies of smoke and flame. 

"This is a grievous sight, to see the place we had 
dedicated to God destroyed by the bloody heathen. 
that He would stretch forth His hand as in the days of old !" 

"Would I had but two hundred men; I would M 
upon the villains in the rear, and leave not one," said 
Edmund. 

"Look — ^the farmtxiVi^iMi^V^ CT^^e^^XsW^^^^^cpssiasms^ 
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"The poor horses and oxen ! " cried the Lady 
Bertha. 

" They are safe/' said Edmund. " You may hear the 
trampling of hoofs even now. The fools of Danes are 
huntmg them in all directions. I do not think they will 
catch many." 

Lights appeared in two or three places, and soon it 
hecame evident that the ruthless foe had gained their 
object, as the bams and stables lit up in all directions, and 
the manor-house was surrounded by the double conflagra- 
tion, so that every object was as distinctly visible as in 
open daylight. 

"To your buckets ! Pour water upon the roof; and, 
archers, look out for the enemy ; keep him as far off as 
you can." 

The boys and women were speedily on the roof pouring 
water in all directions, in case the wind should deposit 
the burning brands upon the structure. Meanwhile flights 
of arrows came from the distance, and settled around them ; 
but they were spent before arrival in most cases, for the 
defenders kept the ground clear for a large circle around 
by their well-sustained discharges. Not a few dead bodies 
lying in the glare of the fire testified to their deadly 
skilL 

The flames passed from stable to bam, and bam to 
shed. The triumphant cries of the Danes added to the 
horror of the scene, heard as they were amidst the con- 
tinuous roaring of the flames. Crash, crash, went roof 
after roof, the fall of the little church on the opposite side 
first leading the awful chorus. Life seemed the penalty of 
either Englishman or Dane who dared to trust his person 
within the circle of light 

The Lady Bertha was comforting her two little girls, 
Ostryth and Alfleda, where they sat, cowering and terrified, 
in their own little bed-chamber, the window so barricaded 
that no arrow could enter, but yet not suf^dentVj \^ ^<i«^ 
out Hke glare of the fames. 

L 
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-^Mocfiio: hjv- I^ h »:** aid the little Ostiyth; 
- %uw drwfckiflillT bnghs ! ' 

'^ \\ win »tia be djttka- agvn.** 

"^ Ben ss h ere \ Are diey banung the house V 

~X*x dedfisss. TheT haxe set the £uiii on fire. It 

"^ Ben ^<e bames^ and my poor little pony % " 
"Are sife« d«Arest ooe^ The Etheling went and let 
diezzi aJl locee." 

"* Oh I how good of him. I am so glad." 
~ Mocher, lec Hermami ocmie and sit with us." 
** Nay, he will oat to the fi^t. He is a boy, and must 
leam to be a soldier.*' 

** Oh, but he will get hurt, perhaps killed." 
^ Coiija£^e« dear child : lemember how often I have told 
yoo how God helps those who trust in Him. Say your 
prayers, your Pater and Credo, and ask GUkL to take care 
of dear £ather and Hermann."' 

*^ Mother!** said a Toke. She looked up, and saw 
Hermann, his forehead corered with blood. 

'^It is nothing, mother,'' said the spirited lad, as he 
wiped the blood away ; " at least only the scratch of an 
arrow while I was on the roof Father wishes you to send 
all the women who are strong enough to help to carry water 
from the river. The well is dry, and the men cannot be 
spared from the embankment. We expect another attack, 
and there are great patches of blazing straw flying about 
in the wind." 

She spoke a few words to the women, and all but 
two or three, who were too weak or ill, went forth to the 
work. One kiss she imprinted eagerly on his brow, and 
dismissed him back to his perilous task without allowing 
herself one sigh. " Now, dear ones," she said to the little 
girls, '^keep quiet till mother comes back. I must 

go." 

" mother, do not leave us ! " 

Bnt she could not W&tend \a \k^ ^asrcL^^ti pleadings, for 
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she felt that where other women exposed themselves, she 
too must go, and cheer by her example. 

A long line, reaching to the brink of the river, was 
soon formed, and buckets were being passed from hand to 
hand. A loud cry, and a boy in the line fell from an 
arrow, which retained just sufficient strength to pierce his 
heart. Herstan and Father Cuthbert carried the corpse 
reverently within, the father remembering that but that 
morning he had fed with the Bread of Life, at the altar of 
S. Michael, this poor lad, so soon to be called to meet the 
Judge who had entertained him as a guest at His holy 
Table that Christmas mom. Two or three others were 
soon wounded, but not seriously, and when a supply of 
water ready for all emergencies had been collected on the 
roof, the dangerous duty was over. 

Pale and collected, the Lady Bertha was returning to 
her children, when she passed the corpse. One moment, 
and the thought struck her that it was Hermann, and the 
mother's heart gave a great leap. Tremblingly she put 
aside the cloth with which they had veiled it, and was 
undeceived. Eepressing her feelings, she was again by the 
side of her little girls, when the fearful cries of the assail- 
ants once more rang through the air. 

" Stand to your post ! Quit yourselves like men ! Be 
firm ! " shouted the stentorian voice of Edmund. 

Onward came the Danes, in three parties, to attack the 
three sides of the building. The arrows diminished their 
numbers, but stayed them not. They left a struggling 
dark line upon the ground, but the wounded had to care 
for themselves. Edmund rushed to command the defence 
at the gate, leaving Alfgar to superintend that upon the 
right hand, and Herstan on the left. They had but one 
moment, and they were in the thick of the conflict. 

Shouts mingled with shrieks. Sword, battle-axe, and 
spear did their deadly work through and above the pali- 
sade ; arrows rained down from the roof mi4. ''wmAss^^ <5fOL 
ihe aoBailantB, women and boys doing tlievi "^wX* Vdl *0w»5^ 
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manner, while the men did theirs with hattle-axe and 
sword on the bolwaiks. In one or two places the palisade 
threatened to gire way, and at last three or four stakes 
were dragged oat in one spot ; blow after blow of the axe 
was spent upon the yielding fabric, and a breach was 
effected. 

The Etheling peroeived it, and rushed to the scene just 
as two or three of the English, less used to arms, were 
yielding before the ponderous weapons of the Danes. 
Throwing himself into the breach, his practised arm made 
a desert around him. Of immense muscular strength, his 
blows came down like the fabled hammer of Thor, crush- 
ing helmet and breastplate alike before the well-tempered 
steel of his favourite weapon. The foe were driven back, 
and for one moment he stood in the breach alona 

Then and then only was he recognised. 

^The gleeman! the false gleeman! the Etheling 
Edmund ! " in various energetic cries, attested his fame, 
and the hatred of his foes. 

" Yes, dogs, ye know me, and the prize ye have to win. 
Back, drunkards and cannibiJs, back to your royal parricide 
with the gleeman's greetings, and tell him Hela is waiting 
for him and his friend the accursed Edric." 

A shower of arrows was the only answer, but they 
missed the joints, and rattled harmlessly from the well- 
tempered armour which Edmund wore. Still the position 
was critical, and Alfgar, with gentle violence, persuaded 
him to descend from his perilous position. 

Here the attack was foiled, and foiled so decidedly, 
that the ditch was actually half filled with corpses. Cries 
of distress arose from the opposite side, but Edmund's arm 
restored the balance ilwrt^ so great was the influence of 
one man, and so great the power of physical force in the 
desperate conflicts of that day. 

Foiled at every point, the invaders were driven from 

the embankment. It was evident that they had miscal- 

culated the forces oi tiie ^eXfexAeta, «dl^ ^2sia55» ^^b^ \5jji 
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advanced beyond their main body in insufficient strength 
to take the place by assault. Could they have supplied 
the place of the fallen by fresh men, until they had wearied 
the defenders out, they would have succeeded, but they 
were evidently not in strength to do this ; so they slowly 
yielded, until the deadly struggle ceased, and silence re- 
sumed her empire, while the besieged repaired the damage 
the defences had sustained. 

" They have retired," said Herstan, wiping the sweat 
from his brow and the blood from his axe. 

"Ay," said Edmund, "they will not now take the 
place by assault ; they are not more than two to one, con- 
sidering the losses they have sustained. They have lost 
twice as many as we. If we were a little stronger I would 
head a sally. " Ah ! what was that % " 

A globe of fire traversing the arc of a circle, rose from 
beyond the embers of the bams, and, sailing through the 
air, fell upon the roof, which, owing to the intense heat 
from the conflagration which had raged around, was in a 
very dry and inflammable state. Another, then another 
followed, and Edmund cried aloud — 

" Pass up the water to the roof, to the roof. We shall 
need all our hands now." 

He rushed up himself, but charged Herstan to remain 
below, and see that, whatever happened, the defences were 
not forsaken for one moment. 

The defenders on the roof were prompt with their 
remedy ; and no sooner did a flaming brand arrive than it 
was extinguished, provided it fell in a spot easy of access. But 
at length some of the deadly missiles fell where they could 
not be immediately reached, and one of these eluded the 
observation of the besieged until they saw a sheet of flame 
curl over the eaves beneath the roof, and play upon the 
surface of the huge beams above, until they suddenly started 
into flama Water was dashed upon it, but only partially 
extinguished the destroying element, wToicVi \iToV<b oviX, \!cl 
fretab places until the defenders became de&'^€t&\i&. .kxA 
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now flight after flight of arrows fell amongst them, and 
many wounds were receiyed, while the smoke and flame 
seemed to find fresh fdel each moment, and to need all the 
energies of the English. 

It was at this inaospicions moment that the Danes 
charged the palisades again with deadly fury, while the 
attention of all was drawn to the flames; so fierce was 
the attack, that it was necessary once more to concentrate 
all the strength of the hesieged to repel them ; and the fire 
gained in strength, roared and hissed in its fury, seizing for 
its prey the whole roof of the eastern wing of the building. 

And now the Danish archers, drawing nearer, sent fresh 
flights of arrows on those who were labouring on the house 
top, and, killing sereral, drove the othws away. The 
condition of the English was rapidly getting desperate. 
Edmund threw himself into the strife, and drove the foe 
back from the breach they had previously made, but even 
his valour could not restore confidence. 

"All is lost! all is lost!" cried some panic-stricken 
trembler, as he saw the flames spread. " To the river, to 
the river, to the boats ! " cried others. 

" Nay, nay," shouted Edmund, " we are not conquered 
yet ; we can defend ourselves till daylight, or we can depart 
in order. Alfgar, bid the women and children prepare to 
leave the hall as the fire spreads ; and you, Herstan, see that 
if the worst comes to the worst, the retreat to the river 
is made in order. We will defend the place if necessary till 
the last man, and cover your retreat ; but all is not lost yet. 
Take a dozen stout men, mount the roof, the fire is not 
lower down; let them destroy the burning portion with 
their axes ; let the women stand behind with the water. 
Archers, keep the Danes back. See those brutes there 
aiming at your wives on the roof ; bring them down ; make 
them keep their distance. Guard well the palisades." 

But, although his orders were obeyed, the Danes grew 

bolder; the men could not ^ork on the roof in the midst 

of the arrows. The women onA. <^dSl^i«iv, ^scsv&x^gsi^ \ieisRK.- 
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stmck from the hall, made every father's heart sink within 
him. Edmund cried aloud — 

'' To the gate, to the gate ! the villains have got the 
drawbridge down." 

He rushed to the spot himself, and found that some 
adventurous Dane had severed the chains and lowered the 
bridge in the momentary confusion of its defenders, and 
the gate was yielding before their strokes. 

He arrived ; and that moment the gate felL He stood 
in the breach himself ; one man against a dozen. He did 
all a hero could ; but he was already bleeding. Alfgar, 
ever faithful, fought like a lion by his side. Herstan and 
his bravest warriors brought their aid, but all seemed lost. 

" Tell them to retreat to the river. Herstan, conduct the 
retreat ; Alfgar and I can keep them out for five minutes 
more." 

"All is lost ! all is lost !" the cry arose within. 

"No ; saved ! saved!" cried Father Cuthbert from the 
roof " What ! Englishmen, to the rescue ! to the rescue ! " 

The Danes suddenly wavered, then turned in surprise 
and despair; for from the darkness behind emerged the forms 
of hundreds of Englishmen, who fell upon the Danes. The 
levies were out, and only just in time. 

" One charge !" said Edmund ; and, rushing forward, led 
the way into the heart of the foe. 



The Danes who had attacked the house of Herstan were 
so far in advance of their countrymen that they were forced 
to retreat instantly before the superior force which came to 
the rescue of the besieged ; and they fell back, at first in 
some order, but shortly, owing to the darkness and the 
pressure of their foes, in utter confusion. 

But Edmund could pursue them no longer. His 
strength, having been so lately an invalid, was utterly gone. 
He fell from sheer exhaustion, and was borne back by 
Alfgar to the hall. 
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Bat there was no longer need for his protection. He 
had saved the mansion and all its inmates, as they most 
readily owned. And now he received all the loving care 
and attention he deserved. 

Meanwhile the English continued the pursoit until a 
small remnant of Danes repassed the river ; only a small 
remnant of the party which, as it will be easily guessed, 
instigated by Edric, had sallied forth to besiege the place 
where Edmund had found refuge, who had so recently pro- 
voked the bitter hostility of Sweyn. 

The following day the whole army of the Danes re- 
treated from the ruins of Wallingford towards the south ; 
and the next day encamped in the village of Cholsey, which, 
with its priory, they utterly destroyed. Then they continued 
their retreat along the slope of the downs, by Aston, until 
they reached Cuckamsley hill, where they abode as a daring 
boast ; for it had been said that if they ever reached that 
spot they should never see the sea again. Alas ! the pre- 
(fiction was unfulfilled.* 

* See Note I. — End of the campaign of 1006. 



CHAPTER XVIIL 

FATHER CUTHBERT'S DIARY. 

the JEscmdune Woods, Easter Tide, 1007. — Here I am at 
me, if I may call these woods home, once more, having 
jnt my Lent with my brethren in the monastery of 
»ingdon. We are a very large party : Herstan and all his 
oily are here, the Etheling Edmund, and Alfgar. 

We all travelled together from Abingdon. Passing 

rough Oxenford, Kirtlington (where Bishop Sidesman of 

editon died at the Great Council, whose body is buried 

the abbey), Beranbyrig, and Warwick, we reached the 

mams of .^cendune. 

We passed through the desolated village where lie the 
ickened ruins of priory and hall, not without a sigh, and 
bered the forest. Although I had so recently travelled 
that path (in September last), yet I could hardly find my 
y, and had once or twice like to have lost the party in 
agmires. So much the better; for if we can hardly 
iape such impediments, I do not think we need fear that 
3 Danes will find their way through the swamps and brakes. 

But the woods were so fresh and delightful to men like 

rselves, who have but just escaped from the confinement 

the town. Blessed, thrice blessed, are they who dwell 

the woods, God's first temples, apart from strife and the 

rmoU of arms ! 

So spake I to my companions. The while the birds 
>m each tree and bush chanted their Maker's praise, and 
e sweet fresh green of spring-tide enlivened the a<i^ivft^ «& 
to welcome us pilgnma to our home. 
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"' And not less, father/' said the Etheling, ^ need we be 
grateful for yon fat buck, which I mean to send an arrow 
after. See, we have the wind of him/* 

So speaking, while we all stood motionless, he crept 
near his victim, and drawing an arrow to its head, while 
all we saw was the branching horns of the stag, he let it 
fly. It whizzed through the air, and drank the life-blood 
of the poor beast, which bounded a few steps, staggered, 
and fell, when in a moment Alfgar ended its struggles by 
drawing his knife across its throat, while young Hermann, 
a true hunter by instinct, clapped his hands with joy. 

" We shall bring our dinner with us," quoth the boy. 

At this point I found great difficulty. A brook coming 
down from the hills had overflowed the land until a swamp 
or quagmire had been formed, whereon huge trees rotted 
in slime, while creeping plants hid the deformity of decay. 

Our horses refused the path, and it took me a good 
hour's search, for I was guide, to find a more secure one. 
At last I found the tracks where others had gone before 
me, and we followed a winding path for a full hour, until 
we arrived in a deep valley, where a brook made its way 
between deep rocky banks, by the side of which lay our 
upward path. 

" What a splendid place for defence I " said Edmund. 
" With a score or two warriors, one might hold an entire 
army at bay here." He pointed out to Alfgar and Hermann, 
who look upon him as a sort of demigod, all the capabili- 
ties of the place. 

'^ A few more steps, and we shall see our Mends," said 
I ; and we advanced until, from the sunmiit of the pass, we 
saw the valley wherein they have found rest 

They had worked well during autumn and winter, and 
the land was well cultivated ; the brook ran through the 
midst of the vale, which was bounded by low hills on either 
side, and clear from forest growth. 

In the centre of the valley the brook divided, forming 
&n isiand of about an aicc^ oi ^o\m.^ ^^\2&»aiQEfii% ^j^^xaL 
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dwellings. From the central one, which possessed a chim- 
ney, smoke issued, and told of the noon meat. 

By this time our approach was discovered, and I saw 
my brother, with a few serfs, advancing to meet us. It 
was a happy moment when we embraced each other again. 
And then he saw Alfgar, and embraced him as a son. 
They did not speak — their feelings were too deep for 
words. All that had passed since they last met must have 
rushed into their minds. Then Herstan, the Lady Bertha, 
Hermatm, Ostryth, and Alfleda, all had their turn. 

" Pardon me, prince," said I, when I introduced Edmund; 
"pardon brothers who scarcely expected to meet again. 
Elfwyn, let me introduce the Etheling Edmund as your 
guest." 

" The Etheling Edmund ! " repeated Elfwyn, with great 
respect ; " it is indeed an honour which I receive." 

" The less said of it the better," said Edmund. " I 
am come to be one of you for a time, and am thankful to 
find a free-bom Englishman to welcome me to the woods. 
Never, by God's help, will I return to the court so long as 
they pay tribute to the Danes." 

" It is true, then," said Elfwyn — " we hear scant news 
here — ^that peace has been bought ] " 

" Yes, bought for thirty-six thousand pounds, by Edric's 
advice. I should like to know how much of the money he 
retains himself. He is hand and glove with Sweyn. But 
I purpose deriving one benefit from the peace, upon which 
the Danes do not reckon." 

" And that 1 " 

" Is to train up an army of Englishmen who shall not 
be their inferiors in warlike skill. In courage they are not 
their inferiors wm. Perhaps you will let me amuse myself 
by training your own retainers in their spare moments 1 " 

" Most willingly. I could desire nothing better," said 
my brother, smiling inwardly at the enthusiasm of the 
young warrior. 

The labourers had just returned feom 'tjooSl ^sA ^<^^ 
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and when Edmund was recognised he was greeted with 
vociferous cheers, which made the woods ring. 

But I cannot describe the meeting of Alfgar with the 
mother and sister of Bertric ; they were alone a long time 
together after the noon meat, and I saw afterwards their 
eyes were red with weeping ; well, they were not all tears 
of sorrow. 

On the whole it has been a day of deep happiness, 
hallowed rather than shadowed by the thought of Bertric, 
the circumstances of whose heroic death were only now 
fully known to his parents and sister. 

Tht volumirums pages of Father Cuthberfs diary for the 
years of hitter woe and misery which followed cannot be fully 
transai'ibed ; they would fill a volume themselves, and we must 
content ourselves with a few extracts^ which mil probably interest 
ou/r readers, and carry on the thread of the history to the place 
where our narrative mil again flow free and uninterrupted. 

Ascension Tide, 1007. — Edmund, assisted by Alfgar, has 
begun his task of disciplining and training aU our able-bodied 
men. He says, and rightly, that he is sure we shall very 
soon have the Danes back for more money, and that there 
will be no peace till we can defend ourselves properly. It is 
amusing to see with what zeal young Hermann takes lessons 
in arms from Alfgar ; that boy is bom to be a soldier. 

September 1007. — ^We hear of an appointment which 
causes us much apprehension. The king Ethelred has 
appointed Edric Streom ealdorman of Mercia ; we are in 
Hs district, and fear it may bode evil to us all. Edmund 
is beside himself with rage ; he vows that if Edric appears 
in these woods he will slay him as he would a wolf. 

May 1008. — ^Every three hundred and ten hides of land 
has been charged with the cost of a ship, and every eight hides 
with the cost of breastplate and. li^lmst \ we do trust to re- 
cover our supremacy at Bea,aIld^i^l«!l^i^le^«s^^s^<s»5al^^'t^^^ 
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March 1009. — ^Alas, we are grievously disappointed of 
our hope. The fleet is miserably destroyed; Brihtric, 
Edric's brother, a man like-minded to himself, accused 
Wulfiioth, the ealdorman of Sussex, of high treason ; the 
ealdorman, knowing that he had no chance of justice, 
seduced the crews of twenty ships, and became a pirate, 
like unto the Danes themselves. Brihtric pursued him 
with eighty ships, but being a bad sailor, got aground in a 
storm, and Wulfnoth came and burned all which the 
storm spared. The commanders and crews have forsaken 
the rest of the fleet in disgust. 

JFhUstmtidey 1009. — Poor Alfgar came to me in great 
trouble. He and Ethelgiva have been accepted suitors so 
long that he thought it time to propose marriage. She 
referred him, with her own full consent, to her father; 
and Elfwyn says, not unwisely, that he cannot consent 
until the land is at peace ; that it is currently reported that 
Thurkill, a Danish earl, is at hand with an immense fleet, 
and that to marry might both hamper a warrior's hands 
and be the means of bringing up children for the sword. 
He fully accepts Alfgar's suit, but postpones the day till 
peace seems established, that is " sine die." It is very hard 
to make Alfgar reconciled to this. / ^r^ to do so. 

JtUy 1009. — ^Bad news. Thurkill's fleet has landed at 
SandwicL 

August 1009. — ^Worse news. Another fleet of Danes, 
under Heming and Eglaf, has joined the former fleet, and 
both together are ravaging Wessex as far northward as 
Berkshire ; we have sent all the men we can spare to join 
the army, but the king, persuaded by Edric, will not give 
the Etheling Edmund any command therein. 

S. Martm*s Mass. — One of our men has returned from 
the ann^. He states that forces being ga^\i^TeidL ix<stfiL ^ 
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partB of England, the Danes were waylaid, and must have 
been beaten, but that Edric persuaded the king not to fight 
when the victory was in his hands, and so they escaped. 

S. Brice's Day, 1009. — ^This ill-omened anniversary we 
sang dirge and mass for the souls of those who were slain 
by treachery seven years ago. Our forces have returned 
from the south. They say the Danes have gone into winter 
quarters on the Thames, and that all the neighbourhood 
pays them tribute. 

London has hitherto gallantly resisted their attacks. 

Edric Streom has married the king's daughter, Edmund's 
half-sister, Elgitha. Is this a time to be " marrying and 
giving in marriage " % Edmund is frantic about it. 

Februai-y 1010. — ^Woefiil news. Herstan and all his 
family, who had returned in peace to their dwelling, have 
come to us homeless and destitute. The Danes, as in 1006, 
suddenly issued from their ships. They took their way 
upwards through Chiltem, and so to Oxford, burning the 
city. Then they returned all down the river, the infantry 
inloats, the cavW on horseback, burning on every sidf 

But, worst of all, Abingdon is destroyed ; the holy house 
which has been a house of prayer so many generations ! 
Keeping in their course, they burned Cliffton ; but the 
alarm was given in time, and the people escaped. There 
was no chance of defence this time. Then they attacked 
Dorchester, and burned part of the city, but retired before 
all was consumed, hearing that a large force was marching 
against them ; so onward past the ruins of Wallingford, 
which had not yet been rebuilt, destroying Bensington on 
their road. Thus they went on to Staines, when, fearing the 
forces of London, they returned through Kent to their ships. 

Our brethren who took refuge in Abingdon have just 
arrived. We must find them room here ; ihey tell a pite- 
ous story. 

jiscension Tidt^ 1010. — ^k wsttorw^ol kaK«Qsi<Mi Tide 
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indeed ! They have landed in East Anglia. A battle has 
been foaght and lost. Nearly all the English leaders slain. 

WhUsumiiie. — ^We can hardly keep the festival, the 
people are so excited by the news ; all Buckinghamshire and 
Oxfordshire (once more) are laid waste. They are on the 
road to Bedford. 

Edmund and Alfgar, with young Hermann, and all our 
fighting men, have gone out on their own account against 
them. 

Jvhf, — The Danes elude all our troops. Edric persuades 
the king to go eastward, and the Danes are westward. 
They go westward, and the Danes are eastward. There is 
no diieftain. A witan is summoned ; it will do no good. 

November, — Northampton has fallen ; cruelly fallen. 
The town is burned, and all therein slain. 

Edmund and Alfgar, with not more than half our men, 
have returned with the news. Hermann is seriously 
wounded, but bears it bravely. He is only sixteen now. 
There is mourning over all our fallen heroes ; but they have 
died so bravely. Edmund says they have slain far more 
than twice their number of the mauraders. Still his father 
will give him no command. It is like private war so far as 
he is concerned ; but many fresh recruits have joined his 
standard, and will go out with him in spring. 

March 1011. — The king and witan have again oflfered 
tribute to the Danes ; it is accepted. I do not think the 
peace will last long. 

Michaelmas, 1011. — ^Woe is me! the Danes have broken 
the peace ; and Canterbury, the chief seat of English 
Christendom, whence came to us the blessed Gospel, is taken 
and burnt Elfmar, the abbot of S. Augustine's — false 
shepherd 1 O wolf in sheep's clothing \ \>efet«5^i\V TVsa 
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archbishop is prisoner. God and the blessed saints preserve 
him! 

EasteTy 1012. — Another saint is added to the calendar; 
the Archbishop Elphege has suffered martyrdom. On Easter 
eve they told him he must find ransom or die. But he not 
only firmly refused to give money, but forbade his im- 
poverished people to do so on his account. Then, on the 
following Saturday, they led him to their hustings (or assem- 
bly), and shamefully slaughtered him, casting upon him 
bones and the horns of oxen. And then one smote him 
with an axe iron on the head, and with the blow he sank 
down. His holy blood fell on the earth, and his soul he 
sent forth to Grod's kingdom. 

On the morrow they allowed the body to be taken to 
London, where the bishops, Ednoth of Dorchester and 
Elfhelm of London, received it, with all the townsmen, 
and buried the holy relics in S. Paul's minster, where 
they say many miracles have already been wrought at his 
tomb. 

Tribute has again been paid, and there is peace awhile. 
Thurkill, with forty ships, sweareth to serve King Ethelred 
and defend the country if he will feed and pay them. 

Oh ! that the martyr's intercessions may be heard for 
his afflicted country.* 

August 1013. — ^This fatal month our own neighbour^ 
hood, indeed nearly all Mercia, has suffered the extreme 
horrors of war. Sweyn came along Watling Street, perpe- 
trating the most monstrous cruelties ; in short, he and his 
committed the worst evil that any army could do. 

We found now how wisely we had decided not to rebuild 
.^cendune. Not a hall, farm, or cottage, escaped fire and 
sword, save those hidden in the forest like us. Edmund 
has lost many men in the course of the last few months ; 
and with the remainder he hid in our woods, ready to 
* TMs is copied almost verboivia tcoxKi.\k^ ks^gkJE^-^vL^-^^Soo^st&s^ 
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protect us "to the last breath," as he said, "in his body." 
Alfgar and Hermann, who have both been wounded (the 
latter for the second time), are with him stilL But the 
enemy never discovered our retreat Praise be to God for 
sparing this little Zoar 1 The saints are not unmindful how 
we protested against the iniquity of S. Brice's day. But 
of one thing we all feel sure ; Anlaf cannot be alive, or 
revenge would lead him here. 

December 1013. — ^Ethelred has fled to Normandy. He 
sent Queen Emma and her children before him. Sweyn, 
the Dane, is now Ejng of England. There seems no 
resource but submission. We are told Edric Streom is in 
high favour in the Pagan court ; and still is ealdorman of 
Mercia. Alas ! what a Christmas ! 

Candlemas, 1014. — God has at length bared His arm: 
Sweyn is no more. The blasphemer and parricide is gone 
to his dread account. On the eve of the festival he filled 
up the measure of his damnation by daring to exact an 
enormous tribute from the town where rests the uncomipt 
body of the precious martyr S. Edmund, which even the 
pagan Danes had hitherto feared to do. He said that if 
it were not presently paid he would burn the town and its 
people, level to the ground the church of the martyr, and 
inflict various tortures on the clergy. Not content with 
this^ he disparaged the blessed martyr's merits, daring 
to say there was no sanctity about him. But, thus set- 
ting no bounds to his frowardness. Divine vengeance did 
not sufler the blasphemer to prolong his miserable exist- 
ence. 

Towards evening of the day when he had held a 
"thingcourt" at Gainsborough, where he had repeated 
all these threats amongst his warriors, he, alone of the 
crowd, saw S. Edmund approaching him with a dreadful 
aspect. Struck with terror, he began to ahout^ "Hel^^ 

M 
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comrades, help! S. Edmund is at hand to slay me!" 
While he spoke, the saint thrust his spear fiercely through 
him, and he fell from his war-horse. They bore him to 
a bed, whereon he suffered excruciating agonies till twilight^ 
when he died the third of the nones of February. Jrom 
such a death, good Lord, deliver us! The bloodthirsty 
and deceitful man shall not live out half his days ; never- 
theless, my trust shall be in thee, Lord ! * 

Leffdy 1014. — Ethelred has returned, and is again king; 
he has promised to amend his evil ways, and to be ruled 
by faithAil and wise counsellors. All England has rallied 
round the descendant of Edgar. Canute has fled. 

Eastertide, — ^Edmund has returned to court His father 
has received him graciously. Alfgar is with him. Elfwyn 
will not even yet consent to the marriage, saying, " Wait 
a little while ; we have not yet done witi the Danes." I 
fear he is right. 

June 1015. — ^Herstan is here, and has brought us sad 
news. A great council has just been held at Oxford, 
whereat Eckic Streom, to the indignation of all men, sat 
at the king's right hand. Would this had been all ! He 
invited Sigeferth and Morcar, two of the chief Thanes in 
the seven burghs, to supper with him ; and there, when he 
had made them heavy with wine, he caused them to be 
cruelly murdered by hired ruffians. Instead of punishing 
lum, the king sanctioned the deed, took all their posses- 
sions, and sent Sigeferth's widow to be kept prisoner at 
Mahnesbury. Alas! such deeds will call down God's 
vengeance upon us. 

Nativity of S. Mary (Sept, 8). — The Etheling went with 
Alfgar to MaJmesbury a few days ago. We now hear that 
he has released Sigeferth's widow, and that he has married 
This account is ta\LQii q^q8\> vvrboAMin. tcooL'^SNsKs&s^ ^'^^nowter. 
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ler. We know not what to think of the step. It is a 
lold defiance of his father's cruel policy. He knew the 
ridow before she was the wife of Sigeferth, when Alfgar 
ftys he made honourable love to her. But it is a very 
adden step. 

October 1015. — ^Alas! the Divine vengeance has not 
lumbered long after the late cruel deed. Canute is in 
Ingland again. Edmund brought his wife here, asking us 
3 take care of her. She is a gentle lady, worn down with 
ure. He has gone, in conjunction with Edric, to fight 
lanute. I dread this conjunction. Edmund would have 
one alone, but his father insisted on joining Edric in the 
ommand, saying two heads were better than one. 

Novewher 1015. — Alfgar has come home, bringing 
lessages from Edmund, with sad but not altogether un- 
xpected news. Edric, who is steeped in stratagems and 
eceit, plotted against his life again and again, whereupon 
Edmund broke up the camp in indignation, and took a 
eparate course with all the warriors who would follow 
]& standard. Edric took the rest, went down to the sea- 
oast^ seduced the crews of forty ships, and then joined 
/anute with his whole forces. Alas ! there seems no hope 
ow. 

Epiplumy, 1016. — There is war all over the land, — 
ivfl war. It is not to be wondered at. But many 
Englishmen have given their allegiance to Canute, who 
ow professes himself a Christian, saying they will not 
erve Ethelred any more. So Edmund and Canute are 
oth, I fear, ravaging the land, for Edmund has threat- 
ned more than once to regard those people as foes who 
efuse to fight against the Danes. Men know not what 
o do. 

JSasiertide, 1016. — We have receweA. «\X9SV^ tj^k^^ 
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Ethelred is dying. He has smninoned his son. The 
tidings reached Edmund here. He had only been with us 
a single day, and was about to depart again for the war, 
for Canute threatens to attack London. It is there 
Ethelred lies sick unto deatL Edmund seemed more 
moved than I should have expected. He has departed in 
all haste, taking Alfgar with him. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

THE ROTAL DEATHBED. 

T was the evening of a stormy day in April when a band 
f five hundred men, well armed and equipped, were seen 
pproaching the Moor Gate of London. Their leader rode 
a front, a stalwart warrior, whose eagle eye and dauntless 
•row told of one bom to command. By his side rode a 
ounger warrior, yet one who had nearly reached the prime 
f life, and who bore the traces of a life of warfare most 
3gibly stamped upon him. There was this difference be- 
ween them, that men would have recognised the elder at 
nee as an Englishman, while the younger had all the out- 
rard physiognomy of a Dane. 

" Look, Alfgar, and see whether you can see the flag of 
^essex floating over the gates ; your eyes are better than 
aine," said the elder to his companion. 

" I can barely see through the driving rain and dark- 
ming sky, but I think I discern the royal banner." 

" Then the city yet holds out, and Canute has not 
imved. We are yet in time." 

" The messenger said that their ships could not ascend 
ihe river while the west wind blew, and it is blowing hard 
mough to-night." 

" Well, when they come they may find London a hard 
nut even for Canute to crack. The citizens of London are 
brae as steeL" 

" See, we are espied, and they man the gates." 

" Doubtless they think Canute is approaching. Eide 
rapidly, we shall soon undeceive them." 

Tbej- rode within bowshot of tlie ga\fta, -wViOlCL ^^^ 
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dosed, and there they paused, for a score of bowmen held 
their shafts to their ears. Edmund, for our readers have 
long recognised him, bade his forces halt^ and advanced 
alone, with Alfgar, holding up his hand in sign of peace. 

" What, ho ! men of London," he cried, " do you not 
recognise Edmund the Ethelingi" 

A joyous cry of recognition burst forth, the gates were 
thrown open in a minute, and as Edmund, followed by his 
train, rode in, cries of welcome and exultation burst forth 
on aU sides, while women and children, sharing the general 
joy, kissed even the hem of his mantle. Well they might, 
for their need was sore. Canute was near, his ships had 
been seen entering the Thames, and his determination to 
take the city, which had so often resisted the Danish arms, 
had been freely and frankly expressed. 

" Ah, well you know me, my countrymen, for a true 
Englishman ! — one in whose veins your blood flows, and 
who will be only too happy to fight the Danish wolves at 
your head." 

The cry, " Long live the Etheling Edmund!" had 
wakened the city, and the narrow tortuous streets were 
becoming thronged by the crowd, so that their farther pro- 
gress threatened to be slow. Edmund perceived this, and, 
turning to the captain of the guard, inquired anxiously, 

" How fares the king, my father?" 

" They say he is at death's door," was the reply. 

" Then I may not tarry, good people. All thanks for 
your welcome, which I hope I may live to repay, but just now 
my place is by my father's side. I may not now delay till 
I come to him." 

So the people made way without discontinuing their 
acclamations, and Edmund and his train rode on till they 
reached the precincts of S. Paul's cathedral church. Night 
was now coming on apace, amidst showers of rain and hail, 
and gusts of wind, which caused the wooden spire to rock 
visibly. Here and there faint lights twinkled through the 
open doors, where peopVa covjXiWife ^kss^^ ^^^ci ^^s^^fefiic knees. 
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" They pray for the king/' whispered an officer of the 
goaid who rode by the side of the prince. '* The bishop 
Elfhun has gone forth with the viaticum." 

Edmund replied not, but hurried his pace as he gazed 
at the darkening outlines of the rude structure, which stood 
within the outer walls, yet remaining, of the temple of 
Diana, which in Roman times had occupied the same spot. 

They descended the hill towards the Fleet, but paused 
while yet within the walls. The ancient palace without the 
gates had been long since burned by the Danes in one of 
tiieir various attempts to take the city, and the court had 
occupied a large palace, if such it could be called, once 
belonging to a powerful noble who had perished in one of 
the sanguinary battles of the time. 

The outer portal stood open, but sentinels of the 
huscarles were posted thereat, who at once came forward 
as Edmund paused at the gate. He dismounted, saying, 
^ Alfgar, follow me ;" and commended his troops to the 
hospitality of the citizens, bidding them to reassemble before 
St. Paul's by eight of the morning. And the troops broke 
up to receive such hospitality as the straitened times per- 
mitted men to indulge in. The officers found a welcome 
in the palace, amongst the royal guard. The citizens con- 
tended who should entertain the rest. 

Edmund passed through the great hall, where the 
general silence struck him forcibly, telling of the extremity 
to which the monarch was reduced, and entered an inner 
apartment, where several dignitaries both of church and 
state were waiting. They welcomed him in grave silence, 
and the chamberlain who was present spoke in a low 
voice — 

" Your royal father has long pined for you, my prince ; 
may I conduct you to him at once ?" 

" Who is with him now 1" 

''Tour royal brothers, the Ethelings Edward and Alfred, 
the Princess Edgitha, and the Queen."* 

'flbe TSoU K— Ghadren of Et\xQ\itt^ 
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"' Has not the bishop arrived 1" 

*' He is in the chapel at this moment ; the king declined 
to see him, he will not believe he is dying ; bat the bishop 
waits in prayer." 

'^ Lead me to his chamber," said Edmund. 

Ee-entering the great hall, the chamberlain and prince 
ascended the broad staircase which conducted to the upper 
chambers, and passing along a passage thickly strewn with 
rushes to deaden the sound, for carpets were unknown, they 
came to a door at the end, where the chamberlain paused 
and knocked. 

Loud ravings, as of one in delirium, penetrated the 
passage from the chamber, amidst which the chamberlain 
knocked again. 

" There ! there ! " cried an agonised voice, " he knocks 
again; 'tis Elfhelm of Shrewsbury, whom Edric slew; 
'twasn't I, 'twas Edric, I only shared the spoil ; keep him 
out, I tell you, keep him out." 

The door was not opened ; probably those within feared 
to excite the king; and the chamberlain whispered to 
Edmund — 

" He is in delirium, his ravings are very painful." 

" I hear," said Edmund ; " how long has he been in this 
state ? " 

Only a few hours, and he has constantly imagined that 
men, who are long since dead, were about him ; especially 
he calls upon Dunstan, then upon S. Brice, then he calls 
for his son-in-law, Edric." 

" Ah, Edric ! " 

" Yes ; but Edric is with Canute, I hear." 

"I wish he were with Satan, in his own place," said 
Edmund, fiercely, forgetting all Christian charity at the 
hated name. 

" It is devoutly to be wished ; but he is quiet, we may 
enter now." 

The kmg, exhausted by his own violent emotions, lay 
OBXik upon the bed, vrlaick o<ic\x^\a^ \}tv^ ^Titat^ ^l\Xva xoom, 
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sarmounted by a wooden canopy, richly carved, from which 
curtains depended on either side. 

His face, which time and evil passions had deeply 
wrinkled, was of a deadly paleness ; his eyes were encircled 
by a livid tint, and stared as if they would start from their 
orbits; his breathing was rapid and interrupted, but at 
the moment when Edmund entered he was silent. Stand- 
ing on his left hand, wiping the perspiration from his 
brow, was Emma, the queen, her face yet comely, and 
bearing trace of that beauty which had once earned her 
the title of the "Pearl of Normandy." Her evident 
solicitude and loving care was the one picture of the room 
upon which the eye could rest with most contentment. 
Alfred, her eldest son — for Edmund was the offspring of an 
early amour of the king — was on the other side of the bed, 
a well-made youth, combining in his features the haughty 
bearing of his Norman maternal ancestors with the English 
traits of his father ; but now his expression was one of 
distress and anxiety, which was yet more deeply shared by 
his younger brother, Edward, who even at this period 
manifested that strong sense of religious obligation and 
that early devotion which in later years caused him to be 
numbered amongst canonised saints. 

He knelt at the bedside, and his hand grasped the cold 
damp hand of his sire, as if he would strengthen him by 
his sympathy. 

"O father," he cried; "neglect not longer to make 
your peace with a longnsuffering God ; even in this eleventh 
hour He will not reject the penitent." 

He was interrupted by the entrance of Edmund, his 
half-brother, whom he feared, because he could not^ under- 
stand so different a nature. 

" Our father has long pined for you," he said, in a timid, 
voice; "Ifear you are too late, and thathe will hardly knowyou." 

'^ I have ridden from ^scendune, day and night since 
the news of his danger was brought me. Father " hft %sid., 
as he hent over the bed, " do you not kao^ xjife V" 
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The dying man raised himself up and looked him full 
in the face, and a look of recognition came slowly. " Ed- 
mund ! " he said, " I am so glad, you will protect me ; take 
your battle-axe, you are strong. Sigeferth and Morcar, 
whom Edric slew at Oxford, have been here, and they said 
they would come back and drag me with them to some 
judgment-seat ; now take thine axe, Edmund, my son, and 
slay them when they enter ; they want killing again." 

A look of indescribable pain passed over the features of 
Edmund. 

The door opened, and Edward left the room after a 
conference with the physician, who sat in a comer of the 
room compounding drugs at a small table ; a few minutes 
passed in silence, when he returned and held the door open 
for the bishop of London, who entered, bearing the viati- 
cum, as the last communion of the sick was then called, 
and attended by an acolyte, who bore a lighted taper before 
him and carried a belL 

The king rose up in his bed, glared fixedly at the 
prelate, and then shrieked aloud — 

"S. Brice! S. Brice! art thou come again? What 
dost thou glare at me for*? 'Twas not I who defiled thy 
festival with blood. It was Edric, Edric ! Why does he 
not come to answer for his own sin 1" 

" If he did, I would brain him," muttered Edmund. 

" There ! do not glare upon me. Hast thou brought 
me the blood of the victims to drink % Ah ! there is Gun- 
hilda. What right hast thou to complain if I slew thee, 
which I did not, at least not with my own hands: thy 
brother Sweyn has slain thousands. I did not at least 
kill my father ; I have only disgraced his name, as you will 
say. Edmund ! Edmund ! protect me." 

" My son," said the bishop, in a deep calm voice, which 
seemed to still the ravings of the king, " think of thy sins ; 
repent, confess ; the Church hath power to loose in her 
Lord's name, WTio came to save sinners." 

" Yqia^ fjftther, "heed YimJ' «8^'i'SAw\i!^ ^^'S^iJaiKc^ you 
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are dying, the leech says; you have not a day to live. 
Waste not the precious hours." 

The patient sank back upon his bed, and for a few 
minutes only the sound of his breathing could be heard ; 
the difficulty with which he drew his breath seemed to 
increase each moment. 

The bishop held the crucifix before his eyes. 

" Graze, my son," said he, " at the emblem of Him who 
died that thou mightest live, and say, * my God, I put 
Thy most pitiftd passion between Thee and my sins ! " 

"Yes, father, hearken," said Edward. 

"I bethink me now that Gunhilda clung to the crucifix, 
and said she was a Christian. But what of that) She 
was a Dane, and they did right in dragging her from it 
and slaying her." 

"My son, my son, you throw away your salvation!" 
cried the bishop. 

** Father, show him the viaticum," said Emma. 

"It is useless; without repentance and faith 'twould 

but increase " and the prelate paused " Let us pray. 

It is all we can do." 

And all present knelt round the bed, while the plaintive 
ciy arose from the Ups of the prelate, and was echoed from 
all around, — " Kyrie eleeson : Christe eleeson : kyrie elee- 
son." And so the litany for the dying rolled solemnly 
along, with its intense burning words of supplication, its 
deep agony of prayer, its loving earnestness of intercession. 
But upon the dying sinner's ears it fell as an echo of the 
long, long 'pad ; of that day when the litany arose before 
his coronation at Kingston, and the prophetic curse of 
Dunstan. 

"Listen!" he said. "I hear the voice of Dunstan. 
"Oh, why didst thou lay thy curse upon me? Did I 
murder my brother Edward *? Nay, 'twas my cruel mother, 
who murdered her own husband that she might become 
queen. Her sins are visited upon me. Nay, tojc^dil tlsjj 
caisa, Alaa ! it is uttered in tlxondei^ \i^tet^ ^<^ ^\iBcwS^ 
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judgmentrseat. See, they come to drag me thither ; thej 
all come: — Edward; the victims whom I slew sixteen 
years agone in Cambria; the slain on S. Brice's day; 
Elfhelm of Shrewsbury and his sons, with their empty 
sockets, and their eyes hanging down ; Sigeferth, Morcar, 
and a thousand others. See, Dunstan bids them all await 
me at the judgment-seat. I will not come; nay, they 
drag me. Edric, wilt thou not answer for me nowl 
Accursed be thy name, accursed ! " 

His frightful maledictions overpowered the supplications 
around his bed; but they died away in silence, — silence 
so long continued, that suspicion soon became certainty. 

Ethelred the Unready was dead. 

" We must leave him to God's mercy," said the bishop, 
as he closed the eyes, while the wife and children of the 
unhappy king sobbed around. " He knoweth whereof we 
are made ; He remembereth that we are but dust" 

Yet he trembled as he* spoke, and, kneeling down, 
completed with faltering voice the office for the commenda- 
tion of the departed soul. 



CHAPTER XX. 

THE MIDNIGHT FLIGHT. 

k> soon as the news of the death of Ethebed travelled 
broad, the bishops, abbots, ealdormen, and thanes of 
outhem England, despairing of the cause of the house of 
/erdic, met together at Southampton, and renouncing 
Itbelred and his descendants, elected Canute to be their 
iag, while he swore that both in things spiritual and tem- 
oral he would maintain their liberties. 

But the citizens of London were of nobler mould, and, 
isdaining submission, chose Edmund to be their king. A 
ooncil was at once held, and it became apparent that the 
llegiance of the greater part of Wessex depended upon 
ildmund's prompt appearance amongst them, while, on the 
ther hand, the rapid approach of Canute made his presence 
a the city very essential to the safety of the inhabitants. 

Up rose a noble thane, and spake his mind. " Surely 
re can defend our own city until the valiant Edmund brings 
IS aid. We have kept off Canute before, and his father 
»efore him, and we can do as much again. Meanwhile 
Udmund will soon have all Wessex at his back, and Canute 
nil find his match for once." 

The words of the gallant speaker found their echo in 
aany a breast, and it was decided that Edmund should be 
bdvised to hurry into Wessex, and leave London to defend 
tself. 

A deputation from the council at once waited upon 
Sdmund, and in the name of the city, and, as they took 
he liberty of adding, of every true man m lEft^a3wi^\k<»x 
>Toferred bim bis father's crown. XSke \Jckfc c^yl«b& ^*^^ ^ 
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certain modem capital, they constituted themselves the 
repiesentatiyes of the nation. 

Edmund, who certainly did not lack confidence, and 
who could not help knowing that he alone was able to 
cope with the Danes, took scant time to consider their 
proposal 

" I accept the crown," he said ; " a thorny one it is like 
to prove, but I thank you for your love and trust." 

In the course of a day or two Ethelred the Unready 
was buried by Archbishop Lyfing in S. Paul's minster, 
with the assistance of the cathedral body. Emma and her 
children, as also Edwy, the son of Ethelred by his first wife, 
were the chief mourners, nay, the only real ones. Most 
men felt as when a doud passes away. The sad proces- 
sion passed through the streets, the people fiocked into the 
church, and in the presence of all the " wise men" of Lon- 
don, they solemnly committed the frail tabernacle in which 
the living spirit had sinned and suffered to the parent earth, 
where the rush and roar of a mighty city should ever peal 
around it. 

A few days later the archbishop was called upon to 
perform a very different ceremony, the coronation of King 
Edmund, which also took place in S. Paul's Cathedral, 
amidst tears of joy, and cries which even the sanctity 
of the place could not wholly restrain, " God bless King 
Edmund ! " The solemn oath of fidelity was administered, 
and when all was over, with mingled tears and acclama- 
tions, those who had met to bury the late king greeted 
with joy his son and successor. 

It yet remained to be seen whether the choice of the 
realm would ratify this decisive step on the part of the 
citizens of London. 

Emma, the queen dowager, was deeply mortified, even 

while she confessed the heritage was hardly worth having. 

StiU her boy Alfred seemed slighted by the choice, and she 

left England at once, with A3red and Edward, for Nor- 

m&ndy, while Elgitlia depaxVA^ ^^^sc^^iX:*; ^x^\sL\jKiQi^ssQ^^ 
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join her husband Edric, and tell him all that had been 
done. 

Edmund delayed his journey into Wessex until he had 
duly provided for the defence of the capital, and had per- 
sonally examined all the defences with a warrior's eya 
At leugth the messengers who watched the Danish fleet 
announced its arrival at Greenwich, and that bands of 
warriors, numerous as locusts, were issuing thence, and 
advancing upon London. 

Seluctant as Edmund was to leave the city, it was evi- 
dent that if he delayed another day he might indeed share 
the perils of the inhabitants, but would probably lose 
Wessex, where his immediate presence was all-important. 
Therefore he called Alfgar, and bade him prepare at once 
for a journey to the west. 

Their intended route led them, in the first instance, to 
Dorchester, where a large force from Mercia, including 
most of the men whom Edmund had so long disciplined 
himself, and who were under the temporary charge of Her- 
mann, were to meet him. However, it was late before 
their final arrangements could be made, and the sun had 
abeady set when the citizens accompanied them to the 
Ludgate, and bade them an earnest farewell They were 
both clad in light defensive armour, such as could be worn 
on a rapid journey, and armed with sword and battle-axe. 
Their own steeds, two of the finest horses England could 
produce, famous for speed and bottom, awaited them at the 
gate. Edmund criticised their condition with a jealous 
eye, and then expressed approval 

" Farewell, Englishmen of the loyal and true city ! 
Until we meet in happier times, farewell! You "vdll 
know how to guard hearths and homes. Till we return 
to aid you, farewell ! '* And, striking spurs into his steed, 
he and Alfgar rode across the Fleet river, and, ascend- 
ing the rising ground, pursued their course along the 
StnuidL 
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*" We dun liaTe a mnonliight nde," said the king. 
"- Lw:^ Alfgar. ^tis nenhr fiin.** 

^ If T Lard, do joa see dioee duk spots on the river 
nev TIkrikt Ifik f *'' 

** All ! I see them, and recognise tlie cii1rt]iioat& They 
are xkat Dums. viio are bent on smroanding the city. Had 
I mj five himdred, I would socm ghre some account of that 



~ But now. mj Loid, had we not better strike into the 
ncvthem road at once, before they see us f We are hut 
two." 

^ No ; I should like to see them a little closer, and then 
across the heath for Windsor. They must have fleet steeds 
that catch us." 

So they persevered untQ they had attained a rising 
ground from which they perceived the whole force, nearly a 
thousand strong, of whom one half had crossed the stream. 
But the figures of our two adventurers, outlined on the hiU, 
were too distinct to elude their observation, and a dozen 
dark horsemen rode after them at full gallop. 

" Now for a brisk ride," said Edmund ; and the two 
dashed wildly onward, clearing ditch or hedge until they 
attained the rising ground afterwards known as Hounslow 
Heath, still followed by their pursuers. 

Here Edmund paused and looked round. The speed 
at which they rode had separated their pursuers, as he had 
expected, and one was far the foremost. 

" Stand by, Alfgar," he said ; " two to one is not fair. 
I thirst for the blood of this accursed Dane." 

Alfgar knew that he must not dispute the royal will, 
although he thought the risk of delay very perilous, with 
a crowd of foes upon their track. While he waited up came 
the Dane, powerfully mounted, swinging his heavy battle- 
axe. He swooped upon Edmund, who caused his horse to 
start aside, avoided the stroke, and then, guiding his horse 
by his knees, and raising his axe in both hands, cleft his 
MitAgoxdat to the cbixie 'b&ioxQ\ifii c^Qxi^dLT^^^N^^. 
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" Here come two more. Now, Alfgar, there is one 
apiece. The rest are a mile behind them. You may take 
tie one on the light grey, I will take the rascal on the dark 
steed." 

Another moment and they were both engaged. Alfgar 
foiled his opponent's first stroke, and wounded him slightly in 
return. Now the battle became desperate, attack succeeding 
attack, and parry, parry. Meanwhile Edmund had again 
laid his foe prostrate in the dust, but did not interfere ; such 
was his chivalrous spirit in what he considered an equal 
combat, although he cast anxious looks behind, where two 
or three other riders were rapidly approaching. At last 
victory inclined to Alfgar's side. Parrying a tremendous 
stroke with his axe, he returned it with such vigour that the 
next moment the Dane lay quivering in the dust. 

" There appear to be only three or four more. I think 
we might engage them. By the by, Alfgar, you missed one 
splendid chance through your steed not answering your 
guidance to the moment. But I am tired of the battle-axe, 
and shall use my sword for a change. Ah ! there come 
half-a-dozen more round those firs. We must ride forward 
and give up the sport." 

Their enemies saw them and quickened their pace. 
They came to the spot where their countrymen lay pros- 
trate, and the cry of revenge they raised, and the manner 
in which they urged their steeds forward, showed how 
strongly the sight appealed to their feelings. 

Onward flew pursuers and pursued — onward till Wind- 
sor's height, with its castled hall, appeared in sight, and 
tempted them to seek refreshment for man and beast. But 
they dared not linger on their journey, and passed the town 
wiljiout entering. 

They rode all night through a most desolate country, 
wasted by fire and sword in all directions. Only in a few 
spots was there any appearance of cultivation, for who 
would sow when they knew not who should lea.^ \ ^^ 
one lanelj country boaae, such as abounded, m \5ckft ^^ <5?l 

N 
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Edgar the Pacific, did they see standing, although they 
pa^ed the blackened rains of many an abode, showing 
where once the jots of home held sway. Here and there 
they came upon the relics of strife, in the shape of bodies 
of men and horses left to rot, and in one spot, where a ford 
had been defended, the rival nations had left their fallen 
representatives by hundreds. It must have been months 
bdTore, yet no one had buried the bodies. Such people as 
still existed without the fortified towns had betaken them- 
selves to the woods, or the recesses of the deep swamps and 
forests, as the people of .^Blscendune had done. As they 
drew near Dorchester, they found yet more sanguinary traces 
of recent war, for the Thames had been the scene of con- 
stant warfare. 

Bensington, half burned, had partially recovered, and 
had renewed her fortifications; Wallingford, hard by, 
had never risen since the Mghtful Christmas of 1006. 
Dorchester now rose before them. They had accomplished 
fifty miles of hard riding that night. They were seen, chal- 
lenged, and recognised, by a patrol without the gates, and 
the cry, " Long live King Edmund !" echoed from all side& 
A thousand gallant Mercians, the nucleus of an army, each 
man fit to be a captain, awaited them there, and Edmund 
felt his spirits revive within him, and his hope for England j 
and Alfgar met Hermann with great gladness. 

It was pitiful to see the blackened ruins of churches 
and palace, which had not been rebuilt since the Danish 
raid of 1010, but the commoner dwellings were rising 
with rapidity from their ashes, or had already risen, for 
the shelter of the earthworks and other fortifications was 
not to be despised, and prevented the place from being 
utterly abandoned. 

Yet it may be noted that Dorchester never fully re- 
covered the events of that dreadful year, and that its 
decay probably dates from the period. • 

Seating only a iew Yioxa^, ^\sfm% ^\x!l<3el ^Sws^ -^^t^ the 
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guests of Ednoth, the bishop, they departed with his fer- 
rent blessing and earnest prayers for their success, and rode 
westward, attended by their whole troop. 

Every town they reached received them with enthu- 
siasm. They were now near the birthplace of the great 
Alfred, where the hearts of the people were all thoroughly 
with their native princes ; and men left all their ordinary 
occupations to strike one blow for King Edmund and Eng- 
land. Onward, and like a rolling snowball, they gathered 
as they went, until they entered Wiltshire with ten thousand 
men, and, crossing the country, reached the opposite border 
with all the brave men of Wilts added to their numbers. 

They were now approaching Dorsetshire, and saw before 
them a rising ground, with a large stone set in a con- 
spicuous position. 

" What stone is that ?" inquired Edmund of a thane, 
whose habitation was hard by, and who had joined him 
with his whole household. 

"It is called the county stone. It marks the place 
where three counties meet — Somerset, Wilts, and Dorset ; 
it is in the village of Penn." 

At this moment a horseman was seen riding wildly 
after them from the country in the rear. 

" See that man ; he brings news," said Edmund, and the 
whole party paused. 

" Alfgar," whispered Edmund to his confidential attend- 
ant, " there is hot work coming ; I have long since scented 
the foe behind." 

The messenger arrived, bowed low to the king, and 
waited permission to speak, while his panting breath 
betrayed his haste and his excitement. 

"Well, your message?" said Edmund; "you have 
ridden fast to bring it." 

" My lord, Canute, with an army of fifty thousand men, 
is following behind with all his speed." 

Edmund looked proudly around \ipoii\i\& \\ft^\»\ '"^^^& 
ilmoBt eqnal in wxaibet. Then he looted m^ ^ ^^^<s^^ 
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eye on the ground before him, and saw thsfc it was the 
Terj place where a stand coold be made with ereij 
advantage of ground. 

" It is weU," said Edmund; ** we will wait for him hero." 

A loud cheer firom those around him showed how he 
had succeeded in imparting his own braye spirit to others. 
The trumpets conmianded a halt; and Al^araod other 
riders bore the commands of the king to the extremities of 
the host. 

Each division took up rapidly the position assigned; 
for in this domestic war men fou^t side by side with those 
they had known £rom childhood, and were conunanded 
immediately by their own hereditary chieftains. 

The broken nature of the ground protected them well 
from an attack on either flank, and they strengthened this 
advantage by throwing up a mound and digging a ditch, 
with the greatest rapidity. 

While thus engaged, they saw the flafthiiig of spear and 
shield in the east^ reflecting the setting sun, and speedily 
the whole country seemed to glow with the sheen of 
weapons. 

Edmund raised himself in the stirrups. " Englishmen ! 
brethren ! " he cried, " you see your foe, the ruthless destroyers 
of your land and kinsfolk ; the pagan murderers of your 
archbishop, the sainted Alphege. God will help them that 
help themselves. It shall be ours to strike one glorious 
blow for liberty and for just vengeance on this field. I 
vow to the God of battles I will conquer or die." 

He took off his helmet and looked solemnly to Heaven, 
as he called on the Supreme Being to register his vow, and 
a deep murmur of sympathy arose around, until it found 
loud utterance in the cry, " We will conquer with our king 
or die," from a thousand voices, until the glorious enthu- 
siasm spread throughout the camp. Glorious when men 
fight for hearth and altar. 

Edmund looked proudly around. " With such warriors,'* 
be said, '' I need not fear Canute." 
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The trench and mound were completed, but the enemy 
did not advance. He planted his black raven banner two 
miles off in the plain, arranged his forces, and halted for the 
mght. 

"We must fight to-morrow at dawn of day," said 
Edmund. ** Now, bid the camp-fires be lighted ; we have 
plenty of meat and bread, mead and wine ; bid each man 
eat and drink his filL Men never fight well on empty 
stomachs. Then return yourself to my side, and share my 
tent this night ; perhaps — ^perhaps — ^for the last time." 

" If so, woe to England — ^woe!" said Alfgar. " But I 
iiave confidence that her day of tribulation is passing from 
her. The blood of the martyred saints cries aloud for 
yengeance on the Danes.'* 



CHAPTER XXI. 

EDMUND AND CANUTE. 

The watch was duly set; camp-fires were lighted, and 
joints of meat suspended over them ; barrels of wine and 
mead were broached, for all the country around contributed 
with loving willingness to the support of its defenders ; and 
when hunger was appeased the patriotic song arose from the 
various fires, and stirring legends of the glorious days of old, 
when Danes and Norsemen fled before the English arms, 
nerved the courage of the men for the morrow's stem conflict 

Around the fire kindled next the tent of Edmund sat 
the warrior monarch himself, with all the chieftains, the 
ealdormen, and lesser thanes who shared his fortunes. 

The minstrels and gleemen were not wanting here, but 
none could touch the harp more sweetly than Edmund him- 
self ; and, the banquet over, he sang an ancient lay, which 
kindled the enthusiasm of all his hearers, and nerved them 
to do or die, so that they longed for the morrow. 

Before it was over the trumpet announced some event 
of importance, and soon a messenger brought the tidings to 
Edmund that a large force was advancing from the west 

All rose to look at them, not without anxiety ; as yet 
they were far distant, across a wild moor, but as they drew 
nearer, and their standards could be more clearly discerned, 
it became gradually evident that it was a reinforcement ; 
and so it proved, for heralds, galloping forward, announced 
the men of Dorsetshire. 

They were most gladly received, for now the English 
forces were equal in number to their adversaries, and every 
man felt the hope of victory BX.Toii^ V\>i^\sflX!L. 
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At length Edmund bade messengers go through the 
camp, and cause every man to retire to rest, for they must 
all be stirring by dawn on the morrow. 

He himself, with Alfgar, went through the host and 
then inspected the watch When he came to the outpost 
nearest the foe he found Hermann on duty as officer of the 
watch, and spoke earnestly to him and his men. 

" Be on your guard," he said, " as men who know that 
the welfare of England depends upon them ; if you see the 
least movement on the part of the crafty Canute, rouse the 
camp at once ; they are not unlikely to attack us by night 
if they can surprise us, not otherwise. 

Alfgar was standing on a low mound contemplating the 
opposite camp, that of his own countrymen, attentively. 
" Well, Alfgar, my son, do you see aught % " said Edmund 
approaching hun. 

" I fancied I saw some figures seek the hollow where 
the ditch passes from us to them." 

" We will wait and see whether aught comes of it," said 
the king ; " how do you like our prospects ] " 

" Well, my lord, I would sooner be with you at this 
moment than in any other place in England." 

" Even than in -^scendune 1 " 

" Yes ; just now." 

"AKgar, do you think your father yet lives?" said 
Edmund, as he again gazed upon the Danish camp. 

"I think not; I fear he is numbered amongst the 
dead; I have over and over again inquired of Danish 
prisoners whether they knew aught of him ; they all said 
he had not been known in their ranks for years." 

" The chances of a warrior's life are so many that he 
may not improbably be gone, but remember you found 
another father at Carisbrooke." 

" I shall never forget that, my lord." 

Here Hermann interrupted them. 

" My lord, would you look closely at that litUa dsMas?^ 
of furze upon the banks of the brook V 
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''By S. Edmund, there they are ! now to catch Damsb 
wolves in a steel trap ; creep back within the mound." 

The whole guard was speedily aroused. 

^ Shall we alarm the camp ) " said Hermann. 

^ Not for the world, they want all the sleep they can 
get ; this will only be a reconnoitring party ; did they find 
us asleep they would of course cut our throats, and then 
bring their brethren to attack the camp. As it is, I think 
we shall cut theirs instead." 

" They have disappeared." 

" Only to appear with more effect ; they will be creeping 
like snakes coming to be scotched ; they won't find a man . 
like Edric at the head of the English army now — one who 
always chose the sleepiest and deafest men for sentinek 
Ah, well ! he is openly with the enemy now ; I only hope he 
will come within swing of my battle-axe to-morrow. Ahl 
there they are^ 

" Where 1 " inquired two or three low voices eagerly. 

" Creeping up the slope ; now get your arrows to your 
ears ; take the opposite men when they arise." 

" A few moments, during which men could hear their 
own hearts beat, when up rose the Danes from the grass 
like spectres, and rushed for the mound. A storm of arrows 
met them, to which nearly half succumbed. 

Swinging his axe, Edmimd, followed, by the rest, 
jumped from the mound to meet the survivors ; numbers 
were nearly equal, the English wm slightly superior. Each 
man met his individual foe. Young Hermann's sword broke 
against a Danish axe ; he rushed in and got within the 
swing of the weapon j both wrestled for the deadly steel, 
they fell, rolled over and over on the grass; at length 
Hermann grasped his opponent's throat like a vice with his 
mailed hand, and held till the arms of his foe hung nerve- 
less by the side and the face grew black, when, disengaging 
his right hand, he found his dagger, and drove it to the 
victim's heart. 

^^ ^qYL done I" said "EdmuiiA.-,^* ^oxsi v£^^X\!6^3^^^HftTmann, 
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Alfgar has fimshed some time ; we have been watching you ; 
this little beginning promises luck to-morrow. You and I 
mast retire now, Afigar. Good night, Hermann ; good night, 
my men ; wipe your swords on the grass ; keep them bright." 

The morning dawned bright and radiant ; and with the 
first appearance of the sun the horns of the English blew 
their shrill summons, and the whole army awoke as a man. 
A hurried meal was partaken of, hurried of necessity, for 
the Danes were already emerging from their camp, and 
forming their lines in order of battle. They evidently 
neant, as usual, to take the initiative \ in fact, in the recent 
«ign, had they not done so, there would never have been 
my fighting at all. 

Every one, both friend and foe, expected that Edmund 
rould await the onset in his entrenched camp. Great, 
herefore, was the surprise, when he led his forces without 
he entrenchments, with the observation that the breasts of 
Snglishmen were their best bulwarks. 

He knew his forces, that they had confidence in him ; 
nd he could not have shown better his confidence in them^ 
nd his feeling that the time had now at length come to 
flsome the offensive. 

Canute was doubtless somewhat surprised, yet he was 
earning to know Edmund. 

The English hero divided his army into three divisions: 
Hie right wing, where he posted around his own person the 
hosen band whom he had trained during the last few years 
►f retirement ; the left wing, chiefly composed of the men of 
Vessex ; the centre, the weakest and newest recruits, whom 
le posted there with as deep a design as led Hannibal to 
ise the same strategy at Cannae. 

The Danes advanced impetuously to the attack, led by 
Dannte himself, somewhat similarly divided, and Edmund at 
)nce advanced his forces to meet them. One hundred yards 
ipart, both armies paused, and glared upon each other. 
Hiere was no flinching. With teeth firmly set, lips com- 
pressed^ and the whole body throvm mto ^<^ ^Nii^sA^ ^\ 
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a tiger about to spring, each warrior gazed upon the 

foe. 

The Danes, dad in black armour, with their ponderoas 
battle-axes, and fierce yisages, upon which no gentle lay of 
mercy had yet shone ; the English, their minds set upon 
avenging the outraged national honour, the desolated homes, 
the slaughtered families : the Danes bent on maintaming 
their cruel superiority ; the English bent on reversing it or 
dying : the Danes hitherto victorious on nearly every field; 
the English turning upon their oppressors as men to whom 
the only thing which could make life tolerable was victory. 

Canute's voice was heard crying, " Now, warriors, behold 
the hounds ye have so often chastised await your chastise- 
ment once more." Edmund, on the other hand, " Victory, 
my men, or a warrior's grave ! We will not live to see 
England prostrate beneath the tyrant any longer." 

Then came the rush: the crash of steel upon steel, the 
hideous melee, where friend and foe seemed blent in one 
dense struggling mass ; the cries which pain sometimes 
extorted from the bravest ; the shouts of the excited com- 
batants, until Edmimd's centre gave way. 

He had expected this, and desired nothing more. The 
Danes pressed on deeply into the core of the hostile army, 
when they found their progress stopped by some of the 
bravest warriors who formed the rear, and at that moment 
the wings curved round upon theuL 

" Come, my men ! " shouted Edmund ; and with Alfgar 
by his side, followed by the whole of the English cavahy, 
burst upon the rear of the Danes. He and his cleft their 
way in — hewed it through living masses of flesh ; trampled 
writhing bodies under foot ; their very horses seemed to 
laugh at the spear and sword, until before him Edmund 
saw Canute himself. He struggled violently to reach him ; 
slewtwo or three living impediments, and the two rivals faced 
each other for one moment ; then came Edmund's ponder- 
ous blow. Canute avoided it, but his horse fell beneath it ; 
the spine severed n^ax \»tvfe tl%ix^« ^^ ^^a ^oc^^d up 
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Qstantly by his armour-bearer, who attended upon him, as 
Llfgar upon Edmund, and before the attack could be 
3newed a living torrent separated the combatants. The 
ictory was won ; the Danes were in full flight. 

joy for England! the day of her captivity was turned; 
mceforward she might hope. The foe, the invincible foe, 
as flying before an English king and an English army. 

For while on the one side Edmund had charged the foe 
I their left flank, on the other side the men of Wessex 
m1 imitated his example, and the foe yielded. 

Still, terrible in defeat, more than half fought their way 
it of the trap into which they had fallen, and retired upon 
eip camp, closely pursued, until the trump of Edmund 
called the pursuers, anxious lest they should in turn fall 
to an ambuscade, for reinforcements were awaiting the 
anes behind. 



From this time the prospects of Edmund and England 
lightened. Day after day fresh reinforcements came into 
B camp, until he followed Canute, who had retreated into 
riltshire. There, a few days later, a second battle was 
•ught at Sceorstan,* wherein much bravery was shown on 
)th sides. On Monday the two armies fought all day 
ithout any advantage on either side. On the Tuesday the 
nglish were rapidly getting the better, when the traitor 
^c, severing the head of a fallen Englishman named 
smaer, held it up, shouting — " Flee, English ! flee, 
nglish ! Edmund is dead." They began to yield ; and it 
as as much as Edmund himself could do, by lifting his 
dlmet^ exposing his features, and shouting, " I live to lead 
ju to victory!" to restore the battle. 

Canute retired upon London, followed closely by 
dmund. Upon the road messengers came from Edric 
aploring the forgiveness of his injured brother-in-law, and 
lering to join him with all Ma foxces. TVi'et^ ^^& \ss^^ 

* See Note L. — Sceoxstasi. 
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consultation over tliis in the English camp ; but in spite of 
Edmund*s own feelings it was decided to receive Edric, since 
Canute's fate would seem to be quite decided if England 
were united by the union of those southern English who 
had fought under Canute with Edric, and the men of Mercia ^ 
and Wessex who had won the previous victories. So th^ 
two armies met together. The men of Hampshire, who haA. 
followed the Dane, were welcomed as returning to their 
true allegiance by their countrymen; and Edmund did 
violence to his feelings by receiving Edric to his coonci] 
board, if not to his friendship. 

It was a joyous day when Edmund approached London, 
ai;id thus fulfilled the promise of his coronation. Canute, 
who had made another attempt on the city, fled before him, 
but hovered around until two days later. Edmund engaged 
him the third time at Brentford, and defeated him again. 
Then Edmund retired into Wessex to raise more troops, 
and during his absence the Danes took the offensive again, 
once more besieging London in vain, while they harried all 
the neighbouring districts until Edmund returned with a 
large army, drove them into Kent, and gave them such a 
fearful defeat at Otford that they fled in despair to the Isle 
of Sheppey, and all men said Edmund would have destroyed 
them utterly, had not Edric persuaded him to stop the 
pursuit at Aylesford. 

The Danes soon emerged again, and, crossing the Thames, 
commenced plundering Essex, when Edmund and Edric, 
with all the flower of the Anglo-Saxon race, advanced to 
meet them once more. Nearly all the men of note in Eng- 
land followed Edmund's banner, for, now that his abiUties 
wore proved, there was a general enthusiasm in his favour. 
So all tlio rank and title of the realm stood by him when he 
drew up his army hard by the little river Crouch, near 
Assin^iun, in Essex, then called Assandun. 

There, by his side, when the tents were pitched the 
ovoniiig before thi^ battle^ stood many a brave ealdorman, 
— Godwin of LinAaey > \5\i\LfcVj\ >(5Ksft \kssssi ^1 >3m^ East 
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-^gles ; Ethelweard, the son of the pious Ethelwine, whom 
Xnen called the " Friend of Gk>d.'' ^d present at that last 
Imnquet were Ednoth, the bishop of Dorchester, and other 
ecclesiastics, who had come to pray for the host and to suc- 
cour the dying with ghostly aid. Well nigh all the great 
men of Ikigland were here. But Edric supped in their 
midst. Their spirits were high that night, and while 
Edmund drank to their success on the morrow, each man 
responded with a fervour which augured confidence in that 
morrow's issue, — all save the wicked Edric, whose heart 
seemed fisu: from his words. 

The events of that fatal morrow are matter of his- 
tory. The armies joined battle. Victory seemed to 
&your Edmund. The Danes were already giving way, 
when Edric turned and fled, with his whole division, 
whom he had corrupted. After that all was disorder 
amongst the English ; but they continued fighting bravely 
until the moon arose, and they were becoming sur- 
rounded on all sides, when, in sheer desperation, they at 
last gave way. 

Edmund would not yield until Alfgar seized the bridle 
of his horse, and almost by violence caused him to turn his 
steed, bidding him live for England, for he was its hope. 
It was growing dark rapidly, and the darkness alone saved 
Edmund and the relics of the Enghsh army. With a faith- 
ful few, including both Alfgar and Hermann, nearly all of 
the party wounded, the Enghsh king rode sadly from the 
scene, groaning bitterly in spirit 

" Why did I trust him again 1 Why did I trust him?" 
he kept muttering to himself 

" You did not trust him. The council overruled you. 
I was present," said Alfgar. 

" But I might have resisted." And he persisted in his 
unavailing regret. 

It was a sad sight to see the field of battle strewn for 
miles with the dead and dying, while gangs of plunderers 
swannad in &11 directions. One shsoi^ ^lic^wx^T ^"^^^ikiL^s^^ 



190 ALFGAR THE DANE, 

a party served to warm Edmund's blood, after wliich h« 
was a little more cheerful. 

But the saddest scene in the flight lay on a gentle 
eminence, commanding a view of the field, whose deformi- 
ties night mercifully shrouded fix)m view, although the 
murmurs of the wounded reached them even there in one 
long subdued wailing moan. 

There, on that little hill, lay bishops and abbots in 
their sacerdotal apparel Where they had met to pray, 
there they lay in death! With a deep sigh Edmund 
recognised Ednoth, bishop of Dorchester, lying stark and 
stiif in his bloody robes. A troop of Danish horsemen had 
surrounded the hill and massacred them alL The assassins 
had even hewn Ednoth's finger off for the episcopal ring. 

Yet, even at this awful crisis, Edmund's lion heart did 
not wholly fail him, as he left the field where lay all the 
flower of the Anglo-Saxon race: the brave and faithful 
XJlfketyl, Earl Ethelweard, Earl Grodwin, Elfric the ealdor- 
man, and well nigh all the great men of England, all sleep- 
ing in death. He rode to the south till he reached the vale 
of the Thames, which he pursued until he reached the 
neighbourhood of Gloucester — ^Alfgar and Hermann still by 
his side. And now it was seen how his merits were recog- 
nised, and how he had already gained the love of his people, 
for, from the territory of the Hwiccas, and all the extreme 
west of Mercia, men flocked to his standard until he was 
at the head of an army almost as numerous as that he 
had lost at Assingdun, only less perfectly disciplined and 
oflGicered. 

But Canute followed hard upon his heels, hoping to 
crush him while yet weak in numbers, until he disco- 
vered, to his great mortification, his rival's camp on the 
banks of the Severn, and saw that the forces were again 
nearly equal 

Then even the Danish chieftains shuddered at the 
thought of another battle. Five great battles had been 
/ought, in thrtA of wlacb. V^€^ \i^ \s«i«i^ ^<^<^»iu^ Tk«ce 
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^as no Edric now with Edmund to play into their hands, 
And they hesitated to engage a mih time. 

At this moment an embassy was seen approaching from 
£dmiind's army. Alfgar bore Edmund's personal defiance 
to Canute, offering to spare the effusion of blood, and settle 
their differences by single combat. 

Canute's brave and impetuous temper caught the sug- 
gestion at once. Such appeals to the God of battles were 
common in the north, and he accepted the challenge. 

There is an island in the Severn, then called Oleneige, 
now called Olney Island. The following day both armies 
gathered together on opposite banks, and the two kings, 
dad in splendid armour, were wafted thither. Alfgar, 
having landed his lord, retired with beating heart to the 
EInglish bank. Edmund and Canute were alone on the 
island. The battle began; no words can describe the 
dread emotion with which the two nations watched the 
event. 

They continued a long time without any apparent 
advantt^e; at length. King Edmund's fury adding strength 
to him, his blows were so thick and weighty, that Canute, 
perceiving his own strength to diminish, conceived a reso- 
lution to attempt ending the quarrel by a treaty. 

But being crafty, and fearing lest his disadvantage 
should be apparent to Edmund, he collected all his energies 
and rushed furiously upon him, then withdrew himself 
aside, and desired Edmimd to suspend the conflict for 
a while. 

"(Jenerous prince," said he, "hitherto I have had a 
covetous desire of your kingdom, but now I do yet more 
earnestly covet your friendship ; your father and my father 
have each reigned over the land, let us divide the inherit- 
ance like brothers." 

Edmund's generous spirit led him to accept the offer, 
and he threw his battle-axe to the ground and extended 
his right hand, which Canute eagerly grasped.* 

* See Note M. — Combat between Edmimd mA Owsh^a, 
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So the land was divided; Edmund was to be head kin^, 
and to have Wessex, Sussex, Kent, East Anglia, and Essex, 
with the city of London, while Canute had Northombm 
and Mercia. 

Canute professed himself a Christian, and swore to 
govern his people according to the old English laws, and 
to preserve their temporal and spiritual privileges, a promise 
which, upon the whole, he well observed. 

And so England entered upon a peace of fifty years, 
only broken by an event yet in the womb of time, the 
Norman Conquest. 

" Come, Alfgar," said Edmund, one day soon after these 
events, " let us go to -ZEscendune and fix thy wedding day ; 
Elfwyn need fear no longer that the sword will be tie 
portion of his grandchHdren. 

Peace! sweet, sweet peace ! oh how joyful it was to be 
once more in the deep woods of -dSscendune, to hear the 
sweet song of the birds, and to fear no evil ! Sweet, inef- 
fably sweet were those days to Alfgar and Ethelgiva 1 

So the day was at length appointed ; it was to be the 
feast of S. Andrew, and to take place at Oxenford, which 
had been assigned to Edmimd's dominions ; for he insisted 
that it should be celebrated with all the pomp the presence 
of a king could lend. 

It was now the season of the falling leaf, and there were 
only a few weeks longer to wait. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

SMOOTHER THAN OIL. 

T was the latter end of November, and S. Andrew's day 
raw near, when a small but select party of friends met 
Dgetber in an old mansion hard by S. Frideswide's Cathe- 
ral, at Oxenford, to enjoy the evening banquet. 

First and foremost was the king of Southern England, 
le valiant Ironside, and his attendant and friend Alfgar ; 
Ifwyn and Father Guthbert from .^cendune, with the 
ady Hilda and Ethelgiva ; Herstan, his wife Bertha, and 
m. Hermann, from Cliffton, with his sisters ; and Ethelm, 
le new bishop of Dorchester, the successor of the martyred 
dnoth. 

These, our old acquaintances, had all been gathered 
)gether in view of the approaching union of Alfgar with 
Ithelgiva, which was to be solemnised on S. Andrew's day, 
1 the presence of the king. They were a happy party; all 
lie woes of the past seemed forgotten in the happy present, 
r were only remembered in the spirit of the well-known 
ine — 

'* H»c olim memmisse juvabit." 

The more substantial viands were removed, generous 
wanes from warmer climes were introduced, but there was 
ao need of a harper or of minstrels, save Edmund himself, 
or of legends and tales to those whose lives had passed 
Bmidst scenes of excitement They were such as make 
Wstory for future generations. 

"How the wind howls without to-id.^\»\^^ OwsfflCT^^ 

O 
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Edmund ; '' it makes one value the blessing of a quiet home 
and a cheerful fireside. How often, Alfgar, have you and I 
lain on such nights under the shelter of a canvas tent, or 
even of a bush ! " 

"Often, indeed, my liege; but those days are gone, 
perhaps for ever." 

" They had their joys, nevertheless. There is something 
in a life of adventure which warms the blood and makes 
time pass swiftly ; my goodwife and I sometimes tire of 
each other's company, as I expect Ethelgiva and you will 
in time." 

" Never ! " said Alfgar, so fervently that there was a 
general smile. 

" Well, time will show ; meanwhile, how is the new hall 
at iSscendune getting on, Elfwyn ? " 

"It wUl be ready by next spring; then the young 
people must make it their home. Our home in the woods 
has proved a shelter to us through such troublous days that 
Hilda and I are loath to leave it. But, meanwhile, they 
must live with us." 

" And how about the priory ?" 

^* It will be ready before the halL" 

'* That is well," observed the bishop, " and as it should 
be — 6od*s house first, and then man's." 

" Well, Hermann," said Edmund, addressing his young 
friend, whose career in arms he had closely watched since 
the attack upon the hall at Clififton, " how do you like the 
prospect of a long peace ?" 

"A peaceful life has its delights," replied Hermann, 
" but war has also its charms." 

" Well, thou hast passed unscathed through five great 
battles, or at least without any serious wound ; but remem- 
ber all are not so fortunate, and many a poor cripple sighs 
over Penn, Sherston, Brentford, Otford, or Assingdun." 

" The excitement of war blinds one to the risk." 

" So it should, or there would be no war at alL What 
does my father tiie Ya^o^^ ^i^b^oi^ ^1 >(k)L^ T&AdsdustV 
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^t wars are necessary evils, only justifiable when 
^, as you, my lord, have done, for home and altar, 
ey are no true children of the Prince of Peace who 
in bloodshed and strife." 

mund pondered. "And yet I fear I must plead 
of delighting in a gallant charge. It stirs the blood, 
lows like fire in the veins. The feeling is glorious." 
et not one to be encouraged, save when it enables 
perform necessary deeds of daring for some worthy 
such as holy Scripture praises in the heroes of old." 
d conversation now became general. Elfwjrn and 
Q talked of the old days of Dunstan; Alfgar and 
nn of the events of the recent war ; the good bishop 
ither Cuthbert on ecclesiastical topics; the ladies 
lome question of dresses and embroidery for the 
idling festivity, which seemed to interest them deeply, 
em attendant entered, and approaching the king, 
red a message in his ear. 

i/liat ! in this house ? I will not have it. He knows 
kteful his very presence must be." 
our sister, the Princess Elgitha?" 
iTell, I will see her. No, I will not." 
i is too late, Edmund. You must see me," said a 
roice, and a lady, attired in mourning weeds, stood 
liim. '* It is but seven months, Edmund, since we lost 
ler. Shall his children rend and devour each other ?" 
do not want to rend and devour. I am no canni- 

at, Elgitha, your wicked husband " 

tay, Edmund, do not slander the husband before his 

* 

Ids is a business ! What am I to say ? I cannot 

ble, and pretend to love him, were he ten times my 

r-in-law." 

For can I ask it," said a deep voice behind, and Edric 

)efore Edmund, his eyes cast down, his hands meekly 

L "Edmund, I have often deeply mjwi^d -^qvsl^^sm^ 

jj your confdence. " 
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" You have indeed." 

" But now I repent me of my wickedness. It burdens 
me so heavily that, but for your sister, I would retire into 
a monastery, and there end my days." 

" It would be the best thing you could do." 

" It would indeed." 

This conference had taken place at the end of the great 
hall, which was a very spacious chamber, and the speakers 
were separated by a screen from the company. 

" Edmund," cried his sister, " I see what you will da 
You will make me a widow ; for Edric cannot live if you 
refuse him forgiveness. Night after night he tosses on bis 
uneasy bed, and wishes that it were day. Surely, Edmund, 
you have need of forgiveness yourself, yet you refuse to 
forgive." 

" You preach like a bishop, but " 

" Well, you have a real bishop here. Call him, and let 
him judge between us." 

Edmimd mechanically obeyed, and he called Father 
Cuthbert also, in whose judgment he had great faitL 

" AMiat am I to do ?" he said. " My country's wounds, 
inflicted by this man, yet bleed. Am I to give him the. 
hand of friendship % " 

" I do not deserve it," said Edric, meekly. 

" My lord," said the bishop, gravely, " man may not 
refuse forgiveness to his fellow worm ; but, Edric, hast thou 
truly repented of thy sin before God and his Church?" 

" I have indeed. I have fasted in sackcloth and ashes, 
I have eaten the bread of affiction." 

" Where % " 

" In my sad retreat, my castle in Mercia." 

" But some public reparation is due. Art thou willing 
to accept such penance as the Church, in consideration of 
thy perjuries, thy murders, which man may not avenge, 
smce treaties protect thee,— but which God wiU surely 
remember, if thou Tft^ftut not, — to accept such penance, I 
aaj, as the Chnrcb. shaXV ym^o^ V 



\ 
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^I submit myself to your judgment, most reverend 
itter." 

*'It shall be duly considered and delivered to thee; 
nd in consideration of that fact, I think, my lord, you can- 
ot^ as a Christian man, refuse to be reconcUed." 

** Edmund, my brother, be merciful ! " said Elgitha. 

" I yield," said Edmund, " but not to-night," he said, as 
Iric stretched out his hand, reddened by many a dark 
od of murder ; " to-morrow, before Grod's altar. I shall 
at S. Frideswide's at the early mass." And he returned 
the company. 

A cloud was evidently on his spirits that night, which 
[ not wear off the rest of the evening. The party sepa- 
ad at what would now be called an early hour. The 
hop and Father Guthbert lodged at the monastic house 
Dsney ; Elfwyn, his wife and child, as also Herstan, with 
little party, were accommodated in the mansion. 

The chamber occupied by the king was a long roomy 
oe, containing a single bedstead of carved wood, sur- 
anted by the usual distinctive canopy, from which tapes- 
)d hangings depended, and upon which scriptural subjects 
re woven ; the furniture of the room partook of the usual 
agreness of the times. The entrance was through a 
sdl ante-chamber, wherein, on a humbler bedstead, Alfgar 
pt. Both rooms were hung with tapestry, which con- 
led rough walls, such as a builder would blush to own 
his handiwork in these luxurious days. 

Before retiring to rest, Edmund turned with much 
MStion to his attendant. 

" Alfgar, I have promised to forgive our enemy." 

" Edric Streom % " 

Alfgar added no more. 

" Gouldst thou forgive him 1" 

*• I would try." 

**His hand is red with blood. Think of Sigeferth, 
Morcar, of Elfhelm, nay, of a hundred othat^ \ tkoni 
not how be has plotted against xoy Yfe^ \sq^ Vwr 



IM ALFGAR THE DANE, 

he made my own &iher hate and disown me; while 
he, the pampered fitToarite, swayed all the councik and 
hetrayed the bmd. O Alfgar ! conldst thou forgive himf 

~ He plotted against my life and my honour too " said 
Al^^ar, ^ and stroye to deprive me of both ; yet I am too 
haf^y now to harbour revenge.** 

" Well, I meet him at S. Frideswide's to-morrow, and 
we shall be formally reconciled in the presence of the bishop 
and his clergy, wherewith I trust he wiU be content, and not 
trouble me too often with his presence." 

•• Where is he staying now ?** 

"* I hardly know ; but after the reconciliation I most 
admit him as my guest, for my sister is with him, if he 
chooses to stay ; but I hope that wOl not be the case." 

*" His ill-omened presence would cast a gloom upon 
Sw Andrew's day." 

^ It would indeed ; it shall be avoided if possible. And 
now let us commend ourselves to the Lord, who died that 
we mi^t be forgiven. ' Forgive us our trespasses, as we 
forgive them that trespass against us.' " And they slept 

On the morrow b^ore the altar of S. Frideswide, the 
king and Edric had their places in the choir. 

One very touching ceremony, handed down from early 
times^ was still observed in England — the ^ kiss of peace," 
occurring at some period before the dose of the canon of 
the mass, when all the members of the cathedral chapter, or 
of the choir, as the case mi^t be, solemnly saluted each 
other. 

And for this reason Edmund and Edric had been placed 
next each other. So when this most solemn moment 
arrived, they looked each other full in the CEU^Oy and gare 
and received the sign of Christian brotherhood. 

After this they both communicated. 

When the holy rite was ended, Edmund invited Edric 
and Elgitha to become his guests. Edric knew the old 
palace welL He had occupied it one well-remembered 
season, duxiog w\u.c\i, Vn ^!kiaX» ^^^t} \A3tfss(»>a2&3|^bai&SL "^iLeie 
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re have introduced our readers, Sigeferth and Morcar, the 
larls of the seven burghs, were treacherously murdered at 
he banquet after Edric had previously made them heavy 
dth wine. 

There was the usual gathering that evening. Did Edric 
emember the place, and the bloody event which only he 
nd one other present connected with the spot ? — for 
!dmund had been far away, and the matter had been hushed 
p, as far as was possible, by all the power and influence 
ithelred could exert in his favourite's cause, or rather his 
wn, for he, the royal villain, shared the ill-gotten spoU. 

If he did remember it, he took care not to show it that 
ight. He was as calm and self-possessed as a man could 
6 — as a smiling sea under the summer sky — smiling so that 
be heedless voyager knows not what hideous trophies of 
ast storms the smiling depths conceal. 

So was it with this treacherous penitent 

His presence, however, somewhat chilled the conversa- 
ion, and they broke up early; the more so as it was a vigil, 
tie vigil of S. Andrew, and men strictly observed the law 
f the Church on such subjects in those days. 

When he bade Edmund good-night, Edric said, — " You 
annot tell how true a peace has found its home in my 
•least since our reconciliation, which I feel I owe greatly to 
be intercession of your patron S. Edmund, to whose tomb I 
lade a pilgrimage, where I besought this one grace— our 
Bconciliation." 

Edmund thought of the holy thorn ; but Edric con- 
inued — 

''And you will be glad to hear that the bishop has 
ecided upon my penance. It is to be a pilgrimage to the 
[oly Land." 

'' I am heartily glad to hear it,'' said Edmund, speaking 
be very truth, although he did try to forgive as he hoped 
9 be forgiven. 

And they separated* 

Jde&Bwbile happiness and expectai\iiOTiN7e;t^ \£iSigpL\QL*^s^^ 



The 
npneariyaD 

wi^st "■■'^^^g fi&e iped&i^ mbtm canpfete^ mmd richly adom- 
iag than — tiiidak. Berduk sai £like|gin^ with numy skilful 



Tk^ iud afaBod fiaidbcd tbdr task, aad were about to 
•epazafie^ wba Sl Fridesvidfr'a befl lolled the first hour of 
tiie moniiiig {cat o'dock). 

'^ We are Toy kfie," aid the lady HDda» as well she 
mi^it, for odr aneestocs geoenltf retired eailyyas theyroee 
caz^ ; and thej hade eadu other good-nig^t. 

''Happy, hj^ipj EthelgiTat'' said the mother as she 
kined h^ tJ^TJin^ not without a maternal si^ for she felt 
as if she wese keing her only duM, who had for so many 
a year been the li^ht of their woodland home, — ^her onl^ 
chfld, who had filled not simi^ her own plaoe in their affec- 
tions, but as far as she mi^t the place of the loved Bertiic. 

Bat the kiss was sni^ended. The whole party stood 
silent and breathless ; for a lond and bitter cry, as of one 
in extreme angnish, broke upon the sflence of the night 

Ethelgiya nttered but one word as she bounded towards 
the staircase, for she knew the 

"Alfgar!" 



CHAPTEE XXIII 

WHO HATH DONE THIS DEED? 

LLF6AB never saw his beloved lord enter his chamber 
rith a look of greater weariness than he bore that night. 

'^ It has been a hard fight, old friend," said the familiar 
ing, " but we have conquered ; for my part, I would far 
doner have stood out against him, battle-axe in hand, 
ban have met this struggle, could I have foreseen it before- 
and ; but now I have given him the kiss of peace, peace 
'» most be j he has no more to dread from me." 

" Nor you from him, I trust." 

'' I mmt trust so, or I should not feel I had really for- 
iven, and I cannot give my hand where my heart is not ; 
»nt yet it was such a fight. "Tis easy to stand in the 
[eadly gap and keep the foe from a beleaguered citadel : 
aen praise the deed, and there is a feeHng of conscious 
»iide which sustains one, but the truly great deeds are 
hose which no chronicler records. It requires more 
imvery to forgive sometimes than to avenge." 

" I can well beUeve that, my lord." 

" Well, if my path has been beset with foes, so has it 
irith friends. Such love as yours, Alfgar, I say as yours 
bas been ! — ^well, few kings share such affections." 

" My lord, you first loved me ; at least you saved me 
lom a fearful death." 

" And you have warded off death from me again and 
igain in the battlefield ; nay, deny it not, nor say it was 
Herely your duty, men do not always do svicJcl d»fc^" 

'*Mjr lord, yon praise me moretTaanlciaiiift^\^^««CT'^T 
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*' Not more than / feel you deserve, and yet were not 
this your last night as my companion, were not to-morrow's 
ceremony to separate us, perhaps for ever, I do not think 
I should thus overwhelm your modesty. You blush like 
a girl," said he, laughingly. 

He lingered some time, and seemed loath to undress; 
at last he said — 

" Have you seen the messenger Canute sent me 1 " 

'*Yes; I entertained him at the buttery as you re- 
quested." 

" Well, he came with a proposal from Canute that we 
should join in building and endowing a church at Assing- 
dun, where a priest may ever say mass for the souls of 
our dead, whether English or Dana Of course I have 
accepted the offer, but Canute added another and moie 
mysterious message." 

" And what was that ?" 

" * Beware,' he said, * of Edric ; his apparent desire of 
reconciliation cannot be trusted;' and he added that 
Edric was like a certain person who wanted to become a 
monk when he was sick." 

" I fear he speaks the truth." 

^' But I cannot act upon his advice ; it is too late now. 
I have striven to do what I thought, and the bishop said, 
in his Master's name, was my duty — well, I have my 
reward in the approbation of my conscience. Good-night, 
Alfgar, good-night ; I shall sleep soundly to-night ; I hope 
some day I may lay me down for my last long sleep as 
peacefully." 

Alfgar followed his example, and, commending himself 
to Gk)d, slept 



About half-an-hour after midnight Alfgar awoke with a 
strange impression upon his mind that some one was in 
the room. It was very dark and stormy, and the urind, 
iinding its way tlaroM^ CiT«^\c«k% m >(Jfik *"^^\sS^ \sa^lfift^ 
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would account for many noises, but there was something 
stirring which was not the wind, and the impression was 
strong on his waking senses that between him and the 
window, which was opposite his bed, a figure had passed. 

Not fiilly trusting impressions produced at such a 
moment, yet with a heavy vague sense of evil weighing 
him down like a nightmare, Alfgar lay and listened 

At length he heard a sound which might have been 
produced by falling rain percolating through the roof, 
drop, drop upon the floor, but it was strange, for there was 
no sound of rain outside at that moment. 

At length a cold draught made him turn his head, and 
he dimly saw Edmund's door open and disclose the window 
within the room, then shut slowly again. 

He could control his apprehensions no longer, and 

rose gently f5pom his bed, so as not to warn the foe, on the 

one hand, should one be present, or if, as he strove to 

believe, all was fancy, not to awake Edmund. No one 

was in his own little room, that he felt rather than saw in 

a moment ; but some one might be in Edmund's, and he 

passed through the door, which he remembered, with a 

shudder, was shut firmly when Edmund said " good-night." 

At that instant he heard a low click, as of a spring lock, but 

very faintly; hesitating no longer, he passed into the 

monarch's room, and advanced to the bed-side. " My lord ! " 

he gently whispered, but there was no answer; he spoke again 

in vain. Just then he felt his naked feet come into contact 

with some wet substance, slightly glutinous, on the floor, 

and shuddered at the contact. All trembling, he put his 

hand to the pillow, and drew it back ; it was wet with the 

same fluid, which his reason and experience told him was 

blood. He could hardly refrain from crying for help, but 

first sought a light. The process of procuring light then 

from flint, steel, and tinder was very slow, and it was 

some minutes before he had a taper Hghted, when its 

beams disclosed to his horror-strickftiL «i^t "EiisaNsA^ 

weltermg in bis blood ; a dagger YiaA \>^ti ^arw^^ «5A^jb^ 
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and swiftly to his heart, and he had died apparently without 
a struggle. The weapon yet remained.* 

Here his affliction and grief overpowered him; he 
threw himself upon the body from which he had with- 
drawn the weapon ; he kissed the now cold lips ; he 
cried, half distracted, " Edmund, my lord, speak ! " Alas! 
those lips were never to speak again while time lasted. 
At lengUi the first deep emotion passed away, and left the 
unhappy Alfgar comparatively master of himself, where- 
upon he left the chamber, and cried aloud for help. 

It was his cry which the ladies heard in their distant 
bower. 

The piercing cry, " Help ! Edmund, the king, is slain ! " 
roused the household — Elfwyn, Herstan, Hermann, the 
ladies, agitated beyond measure; the household guard; 
and, last of all, Edric. They beheld Alfgar in his night 
dress, all bloody, holding a dagger in his hand, and with 
his face blanched to a death-like paleness, uttering cry 
upon cry. 

« Help ! Edmund, the king, is slain ! " 

They (the men) rushed to the chamber, and, passing 
through Alfgar's little room, beheld, by the light of many 
torches, Edmund bathed in his own blood, which still 
dripped with monotonous but terrible sound on the floor. 

Edric entered, and with woe, real or affected (no one 
could tell), painted in his face, approached the body ; and 
Elfwyn and Herstan beheld, or thought they beheld, a 
prodigy : they thought they saw the eyes open, and regard 
Edric, and that they saw the blood well up in the wound. 
But doubtless this was fancy. 

" One thing we all must do," said Edric ; " we must all 
help to find the murderer. The first step to that effect will be 
to note all present appearances. First, where is the weapon f * 

" Here," said Aifgar, extending it. 

"Why, Alfgar, it is your own dagger," said Elfwyn; 
"one which Ae gave yovi himself," 
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Alfgar uttered a plamtive and pitiful cry. 

Edric possessed himself of the blood-stained weapon. 

" Alfgar," said he, " you must have slept soundly. Tell 
A what you heard and saw." 

He briefly related the particulars with which the reader 
} acquainted. 

"But how covM they enter? Was your door un- 
istened % " 

* No ; it was bolted on the inside, even as I left it last 
ight." 

" Bolted on the inside ! then they must have entered 
irough the window," said Edric, noting the words. 

" Impossible," said both the thanes ; " they are barred, 
oth of them, — heavily barred." 

" We can no longer assist our departed lord save by 
ur prayers," said Edric. "God be thanked, he died 
fiends with me. I shall value the remembrance of that 
iss of peace in S. Frideswide's so long as I live. And 
ow I, once his foe, but his friend and avenger now, devote 
lyself to hunt the murderer. So help me God ! " 

"So help me God!" "So help me God!" said aU 
tiesent, one after the other. 

"We are then of one heart and soul, and no tie of 
dndred, no friendship, shall bar our common action. And 
low we must rouse the reeve and burgesses ; the gates of 
he city must be closed, that none escape. I will send 
Qembers of the guard to do this, and when they have 
Asembled we will all take counsel together." 

"0 Alfgar," whispered Elfwyn, "how came your 
la^er there % " 

"I know not. I feel as one distracted," said the 
aithful and loving Alfgar, who had lost by this fell stroke 
\ most faithful friend, with the warmest heart which had ever 
beaten beneath a monarch's breast. Oh, how the thought 
f the conversation last night came back to him now, — 
he warning of Canute, the loving words of affection which 
lad heen spoken to him by those lips tlont q;c^Sl Nsl ^"aSs^X 
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All the imperfections of his character now fiided away; he 
seemed so brave, yet so loving, so invincible in combat, 
yet so gentle and forgiving, as he had shown in forgiv- 
ing even^-even — even — said Alfgar to his own wounded 
bleeding heart — even in forgiving his mnrderer. For in 
his eyes it was Edric, and none but Edric, who had done 
this deed. 

But a terrible suspicion of a very opposite nature was 
rapidly assuming sway in other men's minds. 

A council met before daybreak, — ^the reeve or mayor, 
the chief burgesses, two or three thanes then in the town, 
the officers of the royal guard, Elfwyn, Herstan, and 
Edric. After a few preliminaries Edric rose and spake as 
follows : — 

" We have met together under the most awful responsi- 
bility which could fall upon subjects. Edmund, our king, 
has boon murdered, and by whom we know not." All 
were silent. " I grieve to say," he continued, " that there 
is but one upon whom our suspicions can now fall with 
any shadow of probability, — one who is now absent, for 
I thought it well not to summon him to this council ; and 
before naming him, I must recall to you, Elfwyn, and to 
you, Herstan, the solemn oath we have all three taken to 
disregard all appeals of natural affection, and to ascertain 
the truth, God being our helper." 

" We have," " we have," said they with bursting hearts, 
for they foresaw what accusation Edric was about to bring. 

" 1 grieve, then, to say," he continued, " that this natural 
affection must be bitterly tried, for there is but one to 
whom my words can apply. Meanwhile, I will put a few 
questions. With whose dagger was the deed com- 
mitted ? " 

"Alfgar's," replied those who had been there the 
previous night. 

" Whose chamber commanded the only entrance to the 
royal chamber % " 

"AJfgarV* 
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" Who incantiously, as if forgetting himself, stated that 
^e fonnd the door bolted on the inside ? " 

"Alfgar." 

" But the motive, — ^the motive 1 The poor fellow loved 
^ as he loved his own father." 

^ I cannot explain that difficulty, but I can suggest one 
ciotive which may already have suggested itself to several 
^nt let me ask of what nation is AJfgar ? '' 

" A Dane ; but an Englishman by long habit.*' 

" I can answer for that," said Elfwyn. 

'' Once a Dane always a Dane. Now a secret messenger 
nrived from Canute yesterday, and had a long private 
iterview with Alfgar. In short, I dare not say all I 
now or suspect, for there can be little doubt who will 
)ign in England now." 

All were silent. 

At length Edric continued, " None can deny that we 
ave grounds for our suspicions.*' 

" Yes, I do deny it,** said Elfwyn, " the more so when 
remember who makes the accusation.'* 

" You do well to reproach me ; I deserve it, I confess, 
nd more than deserve it. Yes, I was Edmund*s enemy 
nee ; but perhaps you remember yesterday and the early 
oass at S. Frideswide's.** 

" We do, we do,** cried all but Elfwyn and Herstan ; 
►ut they were utterly outvoted, and the order was given to 
he captain of the huscarles to arrest Alfgar. 



Alfgar, desolate and almost distracted, not heeding 
hat he was not summoned to the council, as he might so 
laturally have expected to be, wandered mechanically 
(.bout the palace until the bell summoned him to the early 
nass. The bishop was the celebrant, for Father Cuthbert 
^as to have officiated at the celebration of the marriage of his 
on in the faith. The solemn pealing of the bell for the 
nass at the bova of daybreak feU. \r^iL K^^% %»s%^%s^^ 
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he tamed almost mechanically to the cathedral, yet wi 
a vague desire to communicate all his grie& and troubles 
a higher power than that of man, and to seek aid fron 
diviner source. 

He entered, knelt in a mental attitude easier to imagi 
than describe, but felt some heavenly dew fall upon ] 
bleeding wounds ; he left without waiting to speak 
any one at the conclusion of the service, and was crossi 
the quadrangle to the palace which occupied a portion 
the site of modem Christ Church, when a heavy hand ^ 
laid upon his shoulder. 

He turned and saw the captain of the guard ; two 
three of his officers were beside him. 

" It is my painful duty to arrest you and make you : 
prisoner." 

'* On what charge V^ said the astonished Alfgar. 

" The murder of the king." 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE ORDEAL. 

The news of the murder of Edmund spread far and wide, 
and awakened deep sorrow and indignation, not only 
amongst his friends and subjects, but even amongst his 
former enemies, the Danes, now rapidly yielding to the 
civilising and softening influences of Christianity, following 
therein the notable example of their king, Canute, who 
was everywhere restoring the churches and monasteries he 
and his had destroyed, and saying, with no faltering voice, 
albeit, perhaps, with a very inadequate realisation of all the 
words implied, " As for me and my house, we will serve 
the Lord." 

Ealdorman and thane came flocking into Oxenford from 

all the neighbouring districts of Wessex and Mercia. The 

body of the lamented monarch was laid in state in S. 

foideswide'sj there wax tapers shed a hallowed light on 

the sternly composed features of him who had been the 

btdwark of England; and there choking sobs and bitter 

sighs every hour rent the air, and bore witness to a nation's 

grief. And there, two heartbroken ladies, a mother and a 

daughter, came often to pray, not only for the soul of the 

departed king, but also for the discovery of his murderers 

and the clearing of the innocent, for neither Hilda nor 

Ethelgiva for one moment doubted the spotless innocence 

of Alfgar. 

They were refused admittance to the cell wherein he 
"^as confined by Edric, who had assumed tlcL^b ^^^\^ss^ ^^^l 
aM things, and whose claim, such is tike ioTce oi Vsi^xsAKCkR&n 
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Meanifiiile the crafly EdriCy who excused hnnself from 
attendance on the solemnitieSy tarried at Oxenford, and with 
him tamed also Elfv^yn, Herstan, and the other friends of 
the unfortonate prisoner, to secnre, as they were able, that 
justice should be rendered him. 

A special court of justice was speedily organised, wheiein 
Edric presided as ealdorman of Mercia, for Oxenford properly 
was a Mercian city, although, lying on the debateable land, 
it was frequently claimed by Wessex as the border land 
changed its boundaries. 

The court was composed of wise and aged men, ealdor- 
men, thanes, and burgesses had places, and the bishop of 
Dorchester sat by Edric as assessor. 

The court was opened, and the vacant places in the 
room were occupied at once by the crowd who were for- 
tunate enough to gain entrance. The general feeling was 
strong against the prisoner, the more so because he had been 
loved and trusted by Edmund, so that ingratitude added to 
the magnitude of his crime in their eyes. 

But amongst those who stood nearest to the place he 
must occupy were his betrothed, her mother. Bertha, and 
young Hermann, who had already got into several quarrels 
through his fierce espousing of the cause of the accused. 

He entered at last under a guard, calm and dignified, 
in spite of his suffering. He met the gaze of the multitude 
without flinching, and his general demeanour impressed 
many in his favour. Compurgators, or men to swear that 
they believed him innocent, a kind of evidence fuBy 
recognised by the Saxon law, were not wanting; but 
they consisted chiefly of his old companions in arms 
and his friends from j^scendune. In a lighter accusation, 
his innocence might have been established by this primitive 
mode of evidence, but the case was too serious ; the accusa- 
tion being one of the murder of a king. 

The charge was duly read ; and to the accusatioiL he 
replied, " Not guilty!" with a fervour and firmness wnich 
caused men to look ui^. 
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The chamberlain was first examined. 

** Were you present when the late king retired to rest 1" 

« I was." 

" Who shared his chamber ?" 

" The prisoner slept in an ante-chamber." 

"Was there a fastening to the outer door of the 
tnte-chamber % " 

"Yes \ a strong bolt." 

" Could it be opened from the exterior % " 

" It could not." 

"Was there any other entrance to the royal apart- 
ments r 

" None." 

The dagger was produced, and Elfwyn was examined. 

" Do you recognise the weapon ]" 

" I do j it was Alfgar's." 

" How do you recognise it % " 

" It was richly carved about the handle. The letter E 
\ stamped upon it, with a crown." 

"Whence did the prisoner obtain it 1" 

" The king gave it him." . (Sensation.) 

" Did you see it on the night of the murder 1" 

"I did." 

" Under what circumstances 1" 

" The accused held it dripping with blood in his hands, 
nd said he found it sticking in the corpse." 

Other witnesses were also called to prove these facts. 

The accused was then heard in his own defence, and he 
epeated with great simplicity and candour the circum- 
tances so well known to our readers ; and concluded — " I 
an say no more. None who knew the love he bore me, 
nd that I bore him, could suspect me." 

The bishop here spoke. 

" It is my office," said he, " by the canons of King 
Lthelstane, to assist secular judges in purging away 
iccosations, therefore I will ask the accused a few o;vLe&- 



ion&" 
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" Had you any cause of suspicion against any oliher 
person — anything to point out the doer of this evil deedV 

" All men loved him save one." 

" And v^rho was that one % " 

" He sits to judge me." 

" Nay," cried the bishop, " we all beheld the reconcilia- 
tion in S. Frideswide*s church." 

" The king himself was warned not to trust to the 
reconciliation." 

" By whom % " 

" His brother sovereign." 

" Canute ? " And here Edric perceptibly changed colour. 

" Even so." 

" Your proofs," said the bishop ; — " nay, my lord Edric, 
trust your reputation to the justice of God and the court" 

" The messenger from Canute, who came here on the 
vigil of S. Andrew." 

" Where is he 1" 

" He has returned to Canute," said Elfwyn. 

" Aught else ?" 

" Only I would bid you remember that the ealdonnan 
Edric sought in like manner reconciliation with Elfhelm of 
Shrewsbury, and all men know what followed." 

Here Edric interrupted — 

" I do not sit here to be judged, but to judge. These 
accusations cannot be heard." 

" There is a judgment-seat above where you vrill not be 
able to make that plea," said the prisoner solemnly. 

" Alfgar," said the bishop, " this counter-accusation can- 
not be received ; have you aught else to urge 1 " 

" None. I commit my cause to Grod." 

The court retired. 

The pause was long and painful. It afterwards tran- 
spired that the bishop pleaded in Alfgar's favour, whfle 
Herstan ably seconded him ; but all was in vain. Edric's 
eloquence, and the strong circumstantial evidence againBt 
the prisoner, cani^^ ^ilti'^ ^«^, «si^^<^ ^;s^^<cs<n&ffiS!L ^^^u pro- 



lie 
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posed that execution should be speedy, "lest," he whis- 
pered, " Canute should interfere to screen his instrument." 
It was a dangerous game, but he thought the services he 
had rendered the Danish cause enabled him to play it 
safely. 

"They returned. All men saw the verdict in their 
faces. Edric spoke with great solemnity. 

" We find the prisoner guilty." 

There was a dead pause. 

"I appeal to the judgment of God. I demand the 
ordeal of fire," said Alfgar.* 

" It cannot be denied," said the bishop, who had anti- 
cipated the appeal. " I myself will see to the preliminaries ; 
and it may take place to-morrow morning in S. Frides- 
wide's church." 

Edric and his sympathisers would fain have denied the 
claim, but they could not resist the bishop, backed as he 
was by the popular voice, for the cry, " The ordeal ! yes, 
the ordeal ! " was taken up at once by the populace. While 
he was hesitating, his brother Goda appeared amongst the 
crowd. " Canute," he whispered, " draws nigh Oxenford. 
He has heard what is goiug on." 

Edric trembled, but soon recovered himself. However, 
it was not a time to deny justice. 

The following morning the church of S. Frideswide 
was crowded at the early mass. All the friends of the 
accused were there, and Edric with all his party. The 
holy service was about to commence, when the crowd at 
the church door moved aside; a passage was speedily 
made through the crowd, and three or four ecclesiastics, 
one habited as a royal chaplain, escorted a stranger, to whom 
all paid instinctive reverence, yet hardly knowing why, for 
he was only clad in the ordinary robes worn by noblemen 
amongst the EnglisL 

He was led to the choir, and placed where Edmund had 
knelt by Edric's side some days previously. Edric saw 

* See Note O.— The 0x^^81. 
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him, and exchanged glances, after which the ealdorman 
looked uneasy. 

On the other side knelt the prisoner, with Elfwyn and 
Herstan on either side, and his colour heightened. Well it 
might He had last seen that figure when he fought by 
Edmund's side at Penn. But it was not thd meetiDg. 
Words spoken ten years before came back to him wi& 
man'ellous force — 

" Tell me what is the secret of this Christianity 1 " 

And Alfgar knew that Canute had found that secret at 
last 

" Why was he here % Did he come as his friend or 
foel" 

The mass was over. Alfgar had followed the whole 
ceremony with rapt attention, for it was in God alone that 
he could now put his confidence. 

Then a furnace was placed in the church, containing 
nine bars of iron of red heat, and the fire was blown till 
the bars, quivering with heat, glittered in the sight. The 
bishop approached, and said ^e appointed prayers, that 
GU>d would detect the innocence or guilt of the prisoner by 
their means, and reveal the truth known only to Him. 

Then a lane was formed up the church, and the friends 
of Alfgar kept one side, while tiiose of Edric kept the other, 
after which the bars of iron were laid down about two feet 
apart 

The bishop approached. 

" Are ye all fasting with prayer I " he inquired. 

The friends of accused and accuser from either side 
replied 

" We are." 

" Humble yourselves, and pray to Grod to reveal the 
truth," said he, and sprinkled them with holy water, after 
which the book of the Gospels was passed all round to he 
kissed. 

'* Pray that God may reveal the truth," said he again. 

" We do so pray.'' 
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Then Alfgar, who felt fiill of divine confidence, took his 
place at the end nearest the porcL He was given the 
x)ok of the Gospels. 

" Swear thy innocence upon the holy Gospels," said the 
)i8hop. 

" I do swear that I am innocent of the crime they 
ay to my charge;" and he kissed the book; then holy 
7ater was sprinkled upon his feet, and given him to 
Lrink. 

The decisive moment approached. He looked round, 
16 saw Ethelgiva, her eyes full of tears, her lips moving in 
irayer. 

All fear departed from him. 

The bishop blindfolded him. 

"My son, trust in God, and in His strength go for- 
ward," he whispered. 

Alfgar could see nought now. A line of red string was 
tretched from the bishop's hand to that of a priest at the 
•ther extremity, to guide him. Canute advanced, took the 
nd from the priest's hand and held it. Alfgar started one 
tep. The first iron is passed safely — ^two, the second cleared. 
[lie excitement is intense. Three cleared — four, five. Ah, 
le nears the sixth ! No, he misses it ! — seven, eight— one 
aore — ^nine I Saved by God ! 



Ethelgiva fainted. A deep sound of applause, not even 
uppressed by the character of the place. Elfwyn received 
lis adopted son in his arms. 

" Saved, saved ! " he cried. 

" Thanks be to God, who giveth us the victory ! " re- 
)lied Alfgar. 

When the first congratulations were over, and Alfgar 
lad somewhat recovered from the excitement of the shock, 
tnd from the congratulations which were heaped upon him 
ipon all sides, he was told that Canute awaited him in the 
indienee chamber, and at once repaked \i(> \!ti<b y^^^^sgl^^ ^ 
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his future king with less emotion than maj be imagmed; 
for he was worn out by sensation, and becoming eaUoas to 
impressions. 

He was formally introduced by the officer in waitiiig, 
and the king at once dismissed that functionary. 

" Alfgar, son of Anlaf, we have met before," obserred 
the monarch. 

" We have, my lord." 

" I did not refer to later occasions, when we have met 
on the battlefield, but to a fieur earlier one. Need I recall 
it \ Surely there are some moments in one's life never to 
be forgotten." 

" There are indeed, my lord. Pardon my confusion. 
You refer to a scene in Carisbrooke." 

" Yes. When I asked you, * What is this Christianity V 
you had not much time given you to answer me then, but 
your deliberate choice of a bitter death, in preference to 
abandoning it, showed me there was somewhat deeper in 
it than I had imagined. Alfgar, there are seeds lightly 
sown which bear fruit hereafter, and your words were of 
such a character, — so that I, your future monarch, owe you 
already a debt of gratitude, and I had come hither to fulfil 
it when you saved me the task by appealing to the ordeal. 
I for one had full faith in the justice of God. But had you 
not so appealed, I should have stepped in between Edric 
and his victim." 

" You did not then, my lord, believe in my guilt 1" 

" Not for one moment. The lad who defied my un- 
happy father in the frantic fury of his power, — the warrior 
I had seen fighting by the side of his king, — ^the faithful 
attendant of many years ! — ^Nay,it was monstrous ; who could 
believe it?" 

" Many, alas ! found it possible to believe it, my lord. 
But who iim been the murderer % You will not permit your 
brother's blood to fall on the earth unavenged." 

" Wait. Be patient. God, in whom you trust, will 
direct the bolt mBk o^m ^xma, "^i^ccKxajL^^V^wi^'^l not 
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be nnayenged. And now, farewell ! Remember, if you 
have lost one royal friend, you have found another." And 
Alfgar left the presence. 

The next day the whole party from ^scendune returned 
home. Oxenfoid was too ftill of bitter memories now. One 
grief of Alfgar was this, — ^he had not been able to stand by 
Edmund's grave. 






CHAPTER XXV. 

FATHER CTTHBERT'S DIART. 

Christxas-tidk 1017. Ten years ago, this very day, God 
itx His mercy deliyered ixs firran the raging Danes at CM- 
ton, on Tsunesiss and now He hath delivered us again out 
of the hands of the raging lion, even of Edric Streom, and 
we are all spared to keep our Christmas in peace in the 
woods of .iil^ndune. 

It is probably the last I shall keep in this place, for the 
hall and priory are ^t rising from their ruins, and we shaU 
soon return to our old home, from which we have been 
banished ten years and more. It will be sweet to be there 
once more, serving the Lord in peace, with none daring to 
make us afraid. 

Here we are all of us who are near and dear by the 
ties of blood, in this woodland Zoar, which hath indeed 
been a Zoar in the late troublous years, utterly untouched, 
which again we regard as a proof that Anlaf does not Hve, 
for he could have found us out had his revenge led him to 
do so when Sweyn was in Mercia. Neither has he appeared 
to claim his own estate, which he might easily regain now 
a Dane is king. 

Alfgar and Ethelgiva are now speedily to be united. 
Theirs is to be the first marriage solemnised in the new 
minster church by my unworthy hands. To see them now, 
one would think they had forgotten all the past peiiL The 
old people do not mean to abandon their woodland abode; 
they love it aU too weU, and call it the Happy Valley. 
Bat they say that a good, xo^^ i^^o-^ >^^ \3i&se& vca «a£er^ 
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^all be made to the old site, where we are again rearing 
hall and priory. 

There is now quite a colony here, nearly 300 people. 
The church is very commodious, and every day, for the 
whole period of these late dreadful wars, mass has been 
said therein for our suflfering brethren " contra Paganos." 
Thank God that he hath at length heard our prayers ; our 
late foes are no longer Pagajis but Christians, and are as 
eager to build up as they were to cast down; in fact, 
several of them have offered their zealous aid in the rebuild- 
ing of our priory. 

We had such a happy Christmas evening. We sat by 
the fire, and Alfgar was made to relate the whole story 
again of his escape with Edmund from Carisbrooke, of his 
imprisonment by Edric in the Synodune woods, of the attack 
and defence of Cliflfton. We had all heard it before, but 
stjll we wanted to hear it again, just to contrast present 
peace and joy with the danger and trials of those days, and 
to make them sweeter by the contrast. Truly our Christ- 
mas worship had need to be praise and thanksgiving, not 
only for the great mystery the church commemorates, but 
also for present mercies so freely bestowed upon us all. 

Second Svmday after Easter,10l7, — ^We have just received 
intelligence that Canute has been solemnly crowned at S. 
Paul's Church, in London, by Archbishop Lyfing. He called 
a council of the whole kingdom previously, to which both 
my brother and I were summoned, but I cared not to at- 
tend. Elfwjm, however, went, and wanted Alfgar to go, 
but he begged hard to be excused, I imagine for two rea- 
sons. First of all, he laments Edmund too deeply to wel- 
come his former enemy as his successor ; and secondly, he 
does not care to leave Ethelgiva again. 

Well, Elfwyn tells us that when all were present — - 
bishops, ealdormeu, thanes, and the noblest of the people 
— Canute solemnly proposed that they should accept him 
as their Mng, giving them to underaVjaxi'SL >Jcka^^\s^ ^\as3ik» 
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understanding with Edmund, it had been agreed that the 
kingdom should not be permanently divided, but that the 
surviyor should inherit and govern the whole realm. 

The wise men replied that, since Edmund's children 
were too young to govern, they could not desire a better 
monarch than Canute ; they committed the little ones to 
his care, and acknowledged him as king of all England. 

And on the morrow Archbishop Lyfing, who had so 
shortly before crowned Edmund, placed the emblem of 
regal dignity on the head of Canute in S. Paul's Cathe- 
dral. 

I hear Edric Streom is confirmed in the earldom of 
Mercia. I still fear that man. 

Sunday after Ascension, 1017. — On this happy Sunday 
it has pleased Grod to restore us to our home once more. 
The priory is rebuilt in more than its former beauty, and 
the hall beside it stands conspicuous in its splendour. 
They have not changed the appearance much, for it was 
the especial wish of every one concerned that it should 
remind one of old associations as much as possible. 

The good bishop of Dorchester, the abbot of Abingdon, 
and many others of my friends amongst the brethren there, 
the neighbouring clergy and thanes, all met together to 
dedicate the new house to GU>d. High mass was solemnly 
sung in the minster church, and the whole building was 
hallowed with psalm and prayer to God ; after which fol- 
lowed a temperate banquet. 

The bishop was very kind and loving, and spoke most 
affectionately to our poor people on the subject of their 
past trials ; especially he commended their new lord, Alfgar, 
to their allegiance, saying that in all his deep trials he had 
shown himself a most perfect Christian, doing his duty both 
to God and man. 

Monday. — ^The abbot and brethren from Abingdon are 
gone back, and we i^oot Y^k^^^ \st^\^^\2L Vik&v^ entered again 
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pon our regular duties. Ah me! what a gap time has 
lade in our ranks. Of the twenty brethren who were 
riven out by the Danes eleven years ago, only twelve yet 
ve, and eight brethren from Abingdon supply the place of 
be others. God be praised that Father Adhelm yet lives ! 
le has been my right hand in so many perils and trials. 

It is so deUghtful to be at home once more. Surely 
ever were monks happier. My heart swells when each 
loming we sing the three last joyful psalms at lauds. 

It is settled that Alfgar and Ethelgiva are to be mar- 
led on the Monday after the Whitsun octave. happy 
air ! ter felices et nimium beati ! I only hope they 
dll not love earth too welL 

Odwot of the Ascension, — ^To-day we have had a special 
lessenger from Canute, who is in the neighbourhood, to 
zpress his royal intention to grace the approaching mar- 
iage with his presence. It will indeed be an honour. 
Ji ! but if Edmund could be there. 

JFhUstmday. — I hardly know how to express my intense 
urprise and joy. Alfgar's father has returned — ^a Christian. 

While aU the people were assembling for mass this 
loming, an aged man, clad in palmer's weeds, evidently 
^om. by toil and travel, came from the bridge over the 
iver, which has been rebuilt, towards the minster church, 
nd entering, knelt down wrapt in devotion. Many 
smarked his quaint attire; his face, once stem, now 
dftened by grace; his hair, once black as the raven's 
ring, now white as snow ; his dark eyes gleaming beneath 
bick white eyebrows. I fear he caused many wandering 
boughts, and he would have caused yet more, could they 
Ave known that they beheld the penitent destroyer of the 
Id hall and priory. Now I preached, not knowing at the 
une who was amongst my hearers, from the words of 
saiah, " For thy waste and desolate places, and the land 
f thj destraction, shall even now "b^ \fto TVKcto^ ^Vj "««»r 
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son of the inhabitants, and they that swallowed thee up 
shall be far away. The children which thou shalt have, 
after thou hast lost the other, shall say again in thine ears. 
The place is too strait for me ; give place to me, that I 
may dwell" 

Oh, how touching the words seemed; for our waste 
and desolate places are indeed peopled with joy and glad- 
ness, and many must have thought of dear Bertric, our 
martyr boy, when they heard those words, " the children 
which thou shalt have, after thou hast lost the other." 
They seemed a divine prophecy of joy and gladness unto us. 

And' so I preached after this manner, and as I did so 
I saw the stranger was deeply moved, and marvelled who 
he could be, that he entered so deeply into so personal a 
sermon, which treated of a peculiar joy which a stranger 
intermeddleth not with. 

Now after the mass was ended, we came forth from the 
church, and Alfgar, with Ethelgiva, walked down the path 
to the Lychgate, when Alfgar's eyes fell upon the stranger, 
whereupon, to our astonishment, he started, then stepped 
forward, fell on his knees, and cried, with a choked voice, 
" Father, your blessing ! " 

At first we thought it was reverence, somewhat exag- 
gerated, to a pilgrim, but when the aged man cried aloud, 
" The God of Abraham bless thee, even thee, O my son ! " 
and the tears streamed down the furrows of his aged cheeks, 
we knew it must be something more than this, and so it 
proved. 

It was none other than Anlaf — Anlaf, who had dis- 
appeared from all the knowledge of friend or foe for ten 
years !-• 

We all received him, especially my brother Elfwyn, 
with great joy — ^for we shared Alfgar's happiness — and we 
led Imn into the house, where we tendered him all the 
offices of hospitality. 

It was by degrees that we learned his story. He was 
reaHy converted to ClarisliaiyiV.^ \s^ ^Vv<^ Qiample of his son, 



FATHER CUTHBERTS DIARY. 226 

whose words produced a far deeper effect upon him than 
either he or Alfgar suspected at the time. 

And when he saw that son prefer a cruel death to 
apostasy, his heart was moved — deeply moved, so that he 
pondered over all he had heard from him and from a once 
loved wife, whose words had seemed lost, but whose prayers 
perhaps watered them into growth after she was dead 
and gone. So he left the army without telling any one 
whither he went, and sought instruction from a Christian. 

And he found a Christian priest hidden in the woods, 
where he administered the word and sacraments to a starv- 
ing few, but secretly, for fear of the Danes ; and from him 
he learned the truth and was baptized. 

Then, feeling himself unhappy in this distracted land, 
— separated from the English by blood, from the Danes by 
religion — he determined to go on pilgrimage. 

Once in the Holy Land, he had to undergo much con- 
tumely from the pagan Saracens, who, to the disgrace of 
Christendom, defile the Holy City by their presence, and 
maltreat the blessed pilgrims ; but he had learned to glory 
in humiliation. At last he retired to the woods on the 
sources of the Jordan, weary of earth, and there he joined 
an aged hermit, with whom he lived for two years, and 
when the hermit died he took his place, and dwelt as an 
ascetic, ministering, however, to the necessities of pilgrims 
who journeyed that way to the Holy Land. 

From some of these pilgrims he learned, at length, that 
English and Danes were united in peace, and a great desire 
of revisiting England and searching out his son seized upon 
him. On the road he heard that Edmund was dead and 
Canute reigned alone, and so he came hither at once, and 
has arrived, God so willing it, in time to see his son mar- 
ried to the heiress of uEscendune. 

We have provided him lodgings in the priory. The 
new hall is not to be dwelt in till the night when the 
happy pair enter it and make it their home. 

A14:ar!s cup oi }oy is fuU. 

Q 
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Monday after the Widtmn Octave. — ^At last it is over. 
The weary waiting of ten years is ended. Alfgar and Ethel- 
giva are man and wife. 

Canute gave away the bride in person. Elfwyn, Hilda, 
Herstan, Bertha, and Hermann, with his sisters — ^indeed all 
the kindred of the bride were there. Of the kindred of 
the bridegroom but one, so far as we know, is living— his 
father Anlaf. It has been a warlike race, and nearly all 
the members of the family have found a warrior's grave. 

I performed the ceremony, assisted by all the brethren 
in the choral portions of the mass and the order of the 
marriage service. Ethelgiva was pale and composed al- 
though she shed a few natural tears, but wiped them soon. 
Alfgar was simple and unaflfected, as he always is. All he 
does is so naturally done. Like Nathaniel, he is a man 
without guile. 

The church was crowded. All the retainers and all 
the neighbours were present, and when the bride and bride- 
groom left the sacred building, they saluted them with 
cheers which made the welkin ring. 

Then the whole party adjourned to the hall, which was 
crowded to the fullest extent. And for the poorer guests, 
who could not find admittance, tables were spread in the 
open air, beneath the shade of spreading trees, for the day 
was lovely even for June. 

Canute remained throughout the entertainment, and, by 
his unaffected condescension and his cheerful sympathy, 
won the hearts of all. His general demeanour tends to 
efface his foreign descent from the mind. Yet we sighed 
for Edmund, for which even Canute would pardon us. E^ 
should have presided at the board. 

When the night was far advanced the whole party broke 
up and retired to rest, after a day calculated to efface the 
recollection of many a hardship past. 

For my part, when I returned to the priory, I mused 
for a long time on the dark paths through which our Lord 
has conducted us to tJois '^stY^fY ^«5« ^ SkjissQ^^gaX, v^ tha 
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period of Alfgar's conversion and baptism, of S. Brice's 
night, for which England has paid so heavy a penance, now, 
we trust, happily over. And while I thus thought, my 
musings led me to the tomb of Bertric, whose sacred relics, 
as those of a martyr, now lie interred beneath our high 
altar, and I wondered whether his blessed spirit could 
sympathise in our earthly joy. Yes ; I doubt it not ; and 
that he witnesses it from above. Through suffering to joy 
has been our lot ; through suffering to glory his. 

7W%.— The king left this morning. His engage- 
ments are too numerous to permit him to give much space 
to recreation. Before he left he summoned Alfgar, Anlaf, 
and Elfwyn, to a conference in the library, — for they 
have a library as of old in the hall, — and then he told 
Alfgar that he had talked with Anlaf, who wished to con- 
vey the manorial rights of his former patrimony, and all its 
revenues, to his son, and to join our brotherhood, and that 
he desired him to witness the deed. Now, all the former 
charters of ^Escendune were destroyed in the . old hall, 
and the king had caused a new one to be drawn up, supply- 
ing all the defects caused by the loss of the earlier docu- 
ments ; conferring and securing, by royal charter, all the 
lands of iEscendune, and those formerly appertaining to 
Anlaf, upon Alfgar, and his successors for ever, not, as he 
said, as a deed of gift, but as a charter securing and defining 
their rights and liberties, for him and his successors, to all 
future generations ; and adding all the waste land of the 
adjacent forest, formerly holden of the crown, to their do- 
mains, with right of all temporal jurisdiction, and with the 
title of Earl^ which title is common in the northern and 
more Danish districts, more so than ealdorman, which 
obtains in the south. 

" Thus much," said he, '* I know my brother Edmund 
would have done for you, and in his place it has fallen to 
my lot. Would," he added, " I cowld b^ tyil Iq ^<^\ic^\>5^^ 
Edmund woald have been had lieYweidL-, XXi^^'^^'^^W"^ 
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not possible; bat I know, Alfgar/' he added, ''how to 
esteem faithfulness, even when it has been sometimes exer- 
cised at my expense, for one once a rival, now only thought 
of as a brother." 

Then he turned to Anlafl " Old companion in arms," 
ho said, ^' this makes up for Garisbrooke ; well, Alfgar, hadst 
tliou yielded then, thou hadst not been here now. Thy 
father and I owe thee something for the example thou 
didst set us." 

And then he turned to Elfwyn and wished him joy of 
his son. 

After that he came to the priory and prayed awhile in 
front of the altar ; his devotions ended, he came to my cell 
and made me a startling offer of a bishopric in Denmark, 
saying ho thought there was much work to be done foi 
(Sod there, and he thought Englishmen would do it best 
and thuH, ho added, after their Master's example, retun 
good for evil.* 

I^ut an old oak such as I am cannot be uprooted, aii( 
porhai^a it is a carnal feeling, but I fear my earthly affec 
tiona bind me here while life lasts, so, thanking him warml; 
for the distinction implied in the offer, I respectfully bu 
flmdy declined it 

And so the king and his retinue left jEscendunc 
Hfwyn and Hilda return in a few days to their happ; 
valloy ; u\on have been at work for weeks making a goo 
n^d Uiore IVom the hall, and the journey will only occup 
two or thn^e hours to a good walker. 

tler«Uui and his family leave for their home on th 
Thaiu^ (>Yhich has been rebuilt^ together with the Uttl 
ohui\^)\ of S, Michael) to-morrow. Anlaf takes his vows a 
H \\\s\vi^ \\^xX Sunday* his novitiate will be as short as th 
^H\lt^ \vf our onlw allow ; we shall all then welcome him a 
1^ bivtht^i\ 

S\HM^ our d^ya wiU flow ti«nqmUj on. May Grod mere 

|fav« «^>»i<i^y vi^vMi^ vi i)>» ^Sa^fcwi|i6gft >& la^^Vmw i^ 
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fully continue peace in our days. " Stdblish the thing, God, 
that thou hast vsrought in us" 

Christmas, 1017. — Strange news greet our festival, 
Edric Streom has gone suddenly, unhouselled, unanointed, 
unabsolved, to his great account. Hermann, who is now 
an officer in the royal huscarles, has arrived from court, 
and from him we have learnt all particulars. 

Edric was alone with the king in a chamber overlooking 
the Thames. Hermann was on duty without, with some of 
the guard, when he heard voices within in hot contention. 
** You will grant me no favour, not even the life of this 
traitor, who, I tell you, is conspiring against you, and 
desires to place Edwy, the Etheling, Edmund's brother, on 
the throne in your place." 

"Your proof lies, I suppose, in the hatred you have 
always borne him," was the king's reply. 

Hermann could not help hearing, they spoke so loudly, 
but the next words enchained his attention. 

" I tell thee the name * Alfgar ' is first and foremost 
amongst the signatures of the men who have conspired to 
cast thee from the throne." 

"Then I conclude you placed it there; tush, man, I 
know thee of old ! " 

" Why should you suspect this ? was not he Edmund's 
faithful friend, worshipping him as a god, and would he 
not do all he could for his brother 1 " 

"I thought you held him guilty of Edmund's mur- 
der." 

"That was only because I wished to remove two 
enemies from your path instead of one ; you will not 
remove one from mine ; lo ! I forsook Edmund my king for 
thy sake, and for thy sake I slew him, and thus thou 
rewardest me." 

Then Canute waxed furious, and he shouted, " Guard 1 
guard 1 " Hermann rushed in ; and amongst others Eric^ 
the Earl of NorthumbiisL 
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" What^ wretch ! murderer 1 apostate ! blasphemer of the 
saints! didst thm murder Edmund, my brother Edmund, 
who was dear to me as Jonathan to David, seeing we were 
bound to each other by an oath 1 Thou didst stretch thy 
hand against the Lord*s anointed, and thou shalt die the 
death. Cut him down ! cut him down, Eric I cut him 
down, Hermann." 

Eric stepped forward in an instant, and with his huge 
battle-axe cleft the unhappy traitor, who had fallen to his 
knees to obtain mercy, from the head to the shoulders. 

" Throw the carcase out of window," cried the furious 
king ; " let the fishes have the carrion. Never shall he 
find a grave, the vile regicide ; and that ht should think I 
would reward his guilt ! Nay, I have served him as David 
did the Amalekite." 

Eric and Hermann, between them, raised the corpse, and 
flung it, all bleeding and disfigured, into the Thames, the 
tide just running out beneath the walls. 

I ought to write, " So let all thine enemies perish, 
Lord!" But the awful doom of his unrepentant soul 
saddens me, much as he has hated me and mine. 

Lent^ 1018. — A strange discovery has been made which 
interests us all greatly. At the,time of Alfgar's trial at Oxford, 
Herstan fancied there must be a secret staircase communicat- 
ing with Edmund's room, but sought it in vain. Now that 
Edric has avowed the deed, Hermann has obtained the 
king's permission to make a thorough search all through 
the house, and in the thickness of the huge stone chimney a 
secret staircase has been found, with a door opening through 
the thickness of the wall and panelling into the room in 
which Edmund slept, as well as another door opening into 
the banqueting-hall, where Sigeferth and Morcar were 
murdered. It is all clear as day now. Edric must have 
entered the royal chamber from the banqueting-hall in the 
dead of the night, and thus, when no human eye beheld, 
iiave accomplisTaed Yi\s eviilL d<ei^^. K^Q.,^^\\!ia^<asiJ^^\^^t» 
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3scape the eye of Him who has said " Vengeance is mine, I 
Bnll repay." 

^astertidey 1018. — ^A son is bom to Alfgar and Ethel- 
jiva ; and to-day, Low Sunday, they presented their babe to 
Him who said, " Suffer little children to come unto me." 
rhey have named him Edmund. The grandparents, both 
wrell and happy, were present ; and the proud and happy 
father's eyes sparkled with joy over his little Edmund, 
glistening from the baptismal font. It fell to my happy lot 
thus to enrol the dear child amongst the lambs of Christ's 
fold. God grant him length of days here, and endless 
Length of days beyond the skies when time shall be no 
morel 



Here we close our extracts from Father Cuthbert's 
Diary ; but, before taking leave of him, we are sure our 
readers would like to hear a few more words about his 
future fortunes, and those of the house of -^scendune. 

Better king than Canute, saving only the great Alfred, 
and perhaps Edgar, had never sat on the English throne. 
Under his auspices a change became visible throughout 
the whole country : villages again gladdened the blackened 
wastes ; minsters and churches were rebuilt, whose broad, 
square Saxon towers yet hand down the memory of our 
ancestors. Agriculture revived; golden com covered the 
blood-stained scenes of warfare ; men lived once more in 
peace under the shadow of their homes, none daring to 
make them afraid. Peace, with its hallowed associations, 
gladdened England for fifty long years.* 

Anlaf was the first of the group we have introduced 
to our readers to leave this transitory world for a better 
one. He died a few years after the accession of Canute. 
Father Cuthbert survived him many years, and died 
honoured and lamented in the last year of the great king, 

* See Note P. — CliarajcteT ol CoovxXa. 
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brother Elfwyn, and the lady Hilda^ full of years, 
haying oatlived the natural span of man's appointed years, 
followed him shortly — not till they had seen their grand- 
children, a numerous and hopeful progeny, grow up around 
thern^ and so perpetuate their race upon earth. 

And for Alfgar and Ethelgiva, they lived to see '^ their 
children's children, and peace upon Israel," surviving until 
the close of the reign of Edward the Confessor, the son of 
Ethelred and Emma. Their days were days of peace, in 
strange contrast to their youthful years. 

*' FMce ! and no more from ont her brazen portals 
The Uast of war^s great organ shakes the skies ; 
But, beantifol as songs of the immortals, 

The holy harmonies of peace arise." — Longfellow. 
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Note A, p. 3. — Genealogy of JEscendune, 

J reader may be glad to have the genealogy of the family 
rliom it has been the author's aim to interest him placed 
ply before him. The following genealogical table, including 
principal names in " The First Chronicle of iEscendune," as 
L as tiiose in the present book, may suffice, the date of 
sase being given in each case. 

Oswald, 937. 
Bedwald, 959. 



to . 



EUa, 959, 
. m. Edith. 



f Elfric, 975. 
Elfwyn, 1036, rBertric, 1006. 

. , ,_,, m. Hilda. J Ethelgiva, 1064 

m. Alftnide. \ Cuthbert, 1034. |^ m, Alfgar. 
Bertha, 1050. 
.Edgitha, 990. I m. Herstan. 



fElfric,960. 
Alfred, 998, 



Note B, p. 4. — Curse of Dunstan, 

"In the year of our Lord's incarnation 979, Ethelred, son 
Bdgar and Elfrida, obtaining the kingdom, occupied, rather 
1 governed it, for thirty-seven years. The career of his life 
aid to have been cruel in the beginning, wretched in the 
.die, and disgraceful in the end. Thus, in the murder to 
ch he gave his concurrence he was cruel, base in his flight 
effeminacy, miserable in his death. * * * * 
**The nobility being assembled by the contrivance of his 
iher, and the day being appointed iox T>axk&\»sv,\a.Tv^g^^ 
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his see, to crown him, lie, thongli lie miglit be ill-affected to 
them, forebore to ledst, being a prelate of mature age well versed 
in Becnlar matters. Bat, when placing the crown on his head, 
he could not re&ain &om giving vent, with a load voice, to that 
prophetic spirit which he so deeply imbibed. ' Since/ said he, 
' thoa hast aspired to the kingdom by the death of thy brother, 
hear the word of God. Thus saith the Lord God : The sin of 
thy abandoned mother, and of the accomplices of her base 
design, shall not be washed out but by much blood of the 
wretched inhabitants ; and such evils shall come upon the 
English nation as they have never suffered from the time they 
came to England until then.* Nor was it long after, that is in 
his third year, that seven piratical vessels came to Southampton, 
a port near Winchester, and having ravaged the coast fled back 
to the sea. This I think right to mention, because many reports 
are circulated among the English concerning these vessels.' — 
William of Malmeshury^ English Chronicle, Bohn's Edition, pp. 
165-166. 



Note C, p. 26. — Chronology of Father Cuthhert, 

The Christian era did not come in use until about the 
year 532, when it was first introduced in the code of canon law 
conjjiiled by Dionysius Exiguus, and, even then, the year of the 
worlil was still frequently used, as in some cases in the Anglo- 
Sjixou Chnniiole. "When at length the Christian computation 
boonuio univei-Siil, some began the year with the Incarnation 
(0)iri8tnu\s), others with the Annunciation ; a custom not wholly 
*iK^lished in England till 1752, when the "New Style," or 
Oiv^n'imi Oaleiular, was introduced. 

U\U iu t)K> latter part of the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle, and the 
)H)rtivxn x^HMx which our tale is based, the year invariably opens 
with tht> Nrttivitv — hence this reckoning has been used in the 
t^l^ iiud tht> Ohrii^tiuas day on page 26 begins a new year. 



Vh^X^ Wt X\io ^v^rie^ vs« more) concerning the Danish 
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alluded to in tlie song of the Etheling (p. 93), tells how 
Bagnar Lodbrog, a great sea-king, invaded England, but his 
fleet being shattered by a storm, fell into the hands of Ella, 
King of Northumbria, who threw him into a pit full of toads and 
'serpents, where he perished, singing his death-song to the last, 
and calling upon his sons to avenge his fate. Those sons were 
Hinguar and Hubba. They invaded East Anglia after they had 
avenged their father upon Ella, and King Edmund fought against 
them, but was taken prisoner. They offered him his life and 
throne if he would forsake Christianity, and reign under them. 
But he steadfastly refused, whereupon they put him to death after 
the manner described in the tale in the case of Bertric, while he 
called steadfastly upon Christ until his latest breath. 

The other tale, given at length by Roger Wendover, tells 
that Bagnar Lodbrog, with only his hawk in his hand, was 
driven by a storm to the coast of East Anglia, that King 
Edmund made him his huntsman, but the former huntsman, 
Beom, slew him through jealousy ; that King Edmund put 
Beom bound in the boat which had brought Lodbrog over, and 
sent him adrift to perish at sea. But the storm in turn blew 
him to Denmark, where he told the sons of the man he had 
slain that Edmund had murdered their father. Hence they 
came to avenge him. The remainder of the tale agrees with 
the former narrative, and is the only portion which cerlainhj 
possesses historical truth. 

S. Edmund has been much venerated in the eastern counties, 
and his shrine at Edmundsbury was greatly reverenced. The 
tale of the death of Swevn, given on page 161, is a proof of this 
feeling, in which perhaps the legend partly originated. 



Note E, p. 71. — The Rista Orn. 

This punishment was usual among the Northmen, and was 
called " at rista om," from the supposed resemblance of the victim 
to the figure of an eagle. The operation was generally per- 
formed by the chief himself. It is thus described by Snorre : — 
** Ad speciem aquilse dorsum ita ei laniabat, ut adacto ad spinam 
gladio, costisque omnibus ad lumbos us(\vi^ a. t^i^Q <i\N\sfi»^"^^- 
mones extraheret" — Snorrey p. 108. 
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XoTK F^ p. 95. — Fint afppearoMee of Edmund, 

The first mention of EdmnncL in the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle 
the commander of the "Kngligli forces is aj>. 1015, wheie he 
was joined with Edric in the command, as related in the text, 
page 163. The date of his birth is nncertain, bnt the compaiison 
of authorities appeared to the anthor to justify the ascription of 
the character and actions, with which he is credited in the tale, 
to the English hero who first tanght his generation to assert their 
equality with the fierce Danish invaders. 



Note G, p. 97. — The early name of Abingdon, 

Johnson, the compiler of the famous collection of English 
canons, is of opinion that Cloveshoo, where the famous provin- 
cial council was held A.D. 803, is identical with Abingdon, and 
that the town lost its ancient name simply owing to the growing 
notoriety of the famous abbey; for **no one," says he, "can doubt 
that the name Abingdon was taken from the abbey." The first 
memorial, he adds, in which he finds the name Abingdon, is in 
the Chronicle wherein the burial of Bishop Sidesman, a.d. 977) 
in S. Mary's Minster, " which is at Abingdon," is mentioned, who 
was honourably buried on the north side of that fane in S. 
Paul's Chapel. 

On the other hand, some learned antiquarians have main- 
tained the opposite opinion, that the name Abingdon existed even 
prior to the foundation of the monastery ; thus the Hev. Joseph 
Stevenson, in his edition of the " Chronicle of the Abbey of 
Abingdon," says, — ^** Abingdon derives its name, not, as might at 
first sight be supposed, from the abbey there founded — ^Abbey- 
dune or Abbots-dune : philology forbids it. The place was so 
called from Abba, one of the early colonists of Berkshire." 



Note H, p. 106. — Bishops of Dorchester. 
There appoan to W^^ \^^scl ts^xsl<^ \m.certainty concerning 

the SUOOWaioXX oi \»kl^\MiQ!^ oi ^(2D^\iS£^'tNas&^«^^^s^rss^^^s;^ 
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baps, to the confusion caused by its having been the seat of two 
»tally distinct jurisdictions — the one over Wessex, the other 
)yer great part of Mercia. 

The names of the bishops in the narrative are taken from a 
jst kindly furnished by the Rev. W. Macfarlane, the present 
icar of the Abbey Church, whose indefatigable efforts have 
estored to the ancient fane much of the glory of its ancient 



According to this list, Ednoth was bishop from 1006 to 
.016, when he was slain by the Danes as recorded in the text, 
nd Ethelm succeeding, ruled the see till A.D, 1034, through 
be comparatively happy days of Canute. 



Note I, p. 152. — End of the Campaign of 1006. 

The following extract from the "Anglo-Saxon Chronicle** 
;iveB the further history of the campaign very concisely : — " Then 
rent the Danes to Wallingford, and that all burned, and were 
hen one day in Cholsey : and they went then along Ashdown to 
}ackam8ley-hill, and there abode, as a daring boast ; for it had 
)eeii often said, if they should reach Cuckamsley-hill, that they 
ronld never again get to the sea : then they went homewards 
mother way. Then were forces assembled at Kennet, and they 
here joined battle : and they soon put that band to flight, 
md afterwards brought their booty to the sea. But there might 
lie Winchester men see an army daring and fearless, as they went 
yy their gates towards the sea, and fetched themselves food and 
zeasures over fifty miles from thence. . Then had the king gone 
>yer Thames into Shropshire, and there took up his abode during 
he mid-winter*B tide. Then became the dread of the army so 
fKsAf that no man could think or discover how they could be 
Iriven out of the land, or this land maintained against them ; 
;or they had every shire in Wessex sadly marked by burning 
ind by plundering. Then the king began earnestly with the witan 
x> consider what might seem most advisable to them all, so that 
ihis land might be saved, before it was utterly destroyed. Then 
ihe king and his witan decreed, for the behoof of the whole nation, 
though it was hateful to them all, that they n^oda 'Qi\y&\> '^v) \s^- 
bute to the DaniBh army. Then the Idn^ ae\i\. \j?i \)tkfc wsss^ ^%si^ 



288 ALFGAR THE DANE, 

directed it to be made known to tliem that he wonld that there 
should be a truce between them, and that tribute should be 
paid, and food given them. And then all that they accepted, 
and then were they victualled from throughout the English 
nation." — Anglo-Saxon Chronicle, Bohn's Edition. 

Note K, p. 167. — Children of Ethelred, 

By his two wives — (1) Elfleda — (2) Emma, Ethelred had foiu^ 
teen children, of whom only four or five have been mentioned 
in this narrative, or are of importance to the student : — Edmund 
Ironside and his brother Edwy (p. 229), by Elfleda, and Alfred 
and Edward by Emma — the last well known in history as Ed- 
ward the Confessor, and introduced in Chapter XIX. of this tale. 
The following genealogical table from Edgar to the children of 
Edmund may be of use. It will be remembered that the lineage 
of the present royal house passes through the last-named son' 
of Edmund Ironside to Egbert : — 



' Edward the MartjT, 

d. 979. rEiimund. 



Edgar - 



f Edmund Ironside, 1016. 
Ethelred theUnready, \ ^g^*^ 

a. 1010. I ^^jj.^^^ jQ3g^ 



Edward,* vho 
became the 
great-grand- 
fatherofBenrjf 
^the SecofuL 



L Edward the Confessor, 1066. 

Note L, p. 187. — Sceorstan. 

Antiquarians differ much about the site of this famous battle. 
Sharp thinks it was near Chipping Norton in Oxfordshire, and 
Thorpe, in his notes to " Florence of Worcester," says — ^" May 
not Chimney be the spot, a hamlet in Oxfordshire, in the parish 
of Bampton-in-the-Bush, near the edge of Gloucestershire, the 
name of Chimney being merely a translation, introduced after 
the Norman Conquest, of Sceorstan, which may probably have 
owed its origin to a Saxon house or hall, conspicuous for having 
a chimney when that luxury was of rare occurrence ? " Otheis 
say that Sceorstan was not. Vn kd^o-^asjati." ^^ihimney,** but "a 
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giaven stone^" and make the site that of a boundary-stone, still 
separating the four counties of Oxford, Gloucester, Worcester, and 
Warwick, near Chipping Norton. Bosworth says it is Sherston 
in Wilts. 

Note M, p. 191. — Single Combat "between Edmund and Canute, 

The following account is from Roger of Wendover : — ^*^ A few 
days after this lamentable battle (Assingdun), in which so many 
nobles fell, King Edmund pursued Canute, who was now com- 
mitting ravages in Gloucestershire. The said kings therefore 
came together to fight at a place called Deerhurst, Edmund with 
his men being on the west side of the river Severn, and Canute 
with his men on the east, both preparing themselves manfully 
for battle. When both armies were now on the point of engag- 
ing, the wicked Earl Edric called together the chiefs and addressed 
them (US follows : — * Nobles and warriors, why do we foolishly so 
often hazard our lives in battle for our kings, when not even our 
deaths secure to them the kingdom, or put an end to their covet- 
ousness ? My counsel then is, that they alone should fight who 
alone are contending for the kingdom ; for what must be the 
lust of dominion, when England, which formerly sufficed for 
eight kings, is not now enough for two ? Let them, therefore, 
either come to terms, or fight alone for the kingdom.' This 
speech pleased them all ; and the determination of the chiefs 
being communicated to the kings, received their approbation. 
There is a small island called Olney, in the mouth of that river. 
Thither the kings, clad in splendid armour, crossed over, and 
commenced a single combat in the presence of the people. Par- 
rying the thrust of the spear as well by their own skill as by 
the interposition of their strong shields, they fought long and 
fiercely hand to hand, his valour protecting Edmund, and his 
good fortune Canute. The swords rung on their helmets, and 
sparks of fire flew from their collision. The stout heart of Ed- 
mund was kindled by the act of fighting, and as his blood grew 
warm his strength augmented ; he raised his right hand, brand- 
ished his sword, and redoubled his blows on the head of his 
antagonist with such vehemence, that he seemed rather to ful- 
minate than to strike. Feeling hia 8tren^\i ivi.\im% \\Sxcl^ «s^ 
unable long to endure such an onset, Oaita\fe TSL^ei^^^XaX^ ^^R^Rfc \ 
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but as he was crafty, and afraid lest if the ycmth pefcexved bb 
weakness he would not listen to his woidB of peace, drawing in 
all his breath he rushed on Edmund with wonderful Talonr, and 
immediately drawing back a little, he asked him to pause awMle 
and give him audience. The latter was of a courteous soul, and, 
resting lus shield on the ground, he listened to the words of Gannfte, 
who thus proceeded : — * Hitherto I have coveted thj kingdom, 
bravest of men ; but now I prefer thyself not onfy to the king- 
dom of England, but to all the world. Denmark serves me, 
Norway yields me subjection, the King of Sweden has shaken 
hands with me ; so that, although Fortune promises me victoiy 
everywhere, yet thy wonderful manliness hath so won myfiivonr, 
that I long beyond measure to have thee as Mend and partner 
of my kingdom. I would that thou in like manner wert desironft 
of me ; that I might reign with thee in England, and thou with 
me in Denmark.' Why should I add more t King Edmund 
most graciously assented and yielded to his words, though he 
could not be forced by arms. The kingdom was therefore, \ij 
Edmund's direction, divided between the two, the crown of the 
whole kingdom reverting to King Edmund. The whole of Eng- 
land, therefore, to the south of the river Thames, was ceded to 
him, with Essex and East Anglia, and the city of London, the 
capital of the kingdom, Canute retaining the northern parts of 
the kingdom. Laying aside, therefore, their splendid armour, 
the kings embraced each other amidst the rejoicings of both the 
armies. They then exchanged their garments and arms in token 
of peace, and Edmund became Canute, and Canute Edmund.'' — 
Roger of Wendover, Bohn's Edition. 

Note N, p. 204. — The Death of Edmund, 

This lamentable occurrence is involved in much mysteiy. 
Edric Streom was generally credited with the deed, althou^ 
some writers, e.g, William of Malmesbury, think he used tie 
aid of attendants on the king, whom he bribed. The Chronicle 
is silent as to details. Henry of Himtingdon ascribes the deed 
to a son of Edric. Roger of Wendover agrees with him, adding 
the facts that the place was Oxford, and the time S. Andrew's 
nighty as in the text. Axoidsitthfiseconfliddng statements fiction 
perhaps most leg^timoLl^^ XaS&s^ *^^& ^^^^3d«^« 
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Note 0, p. 215. — Tlie Ordeal. 

This ancient custom was observed by Simplicius, Bisbdp of 
Autun, so early as the fourth century, and was very generally in use 
during the period of our tale. Although never formally recognised 
by the Church of Rome, and forbidden by many edicts on the Con- 
tbient^ it was administered in England under the direction of the 
deigy, and its details prescribed by the canons during a period 
extending from the laws of Alfred to the directions given in 
tte ecclesiastical laws of Edward the Confessor, the year before 
the Norman Conquest, a.d. 1065. The first prohibition of its 
use in England is in the third year of Henry the Third. 

There were three principal modes of its administration. In 
the first^ the ordeal by water, the accused had to take a heavy 
piece of iron from a boiling caldron placed in the church — ^in 
the second, to carry a bar of heated iron nine feet. The hand 
or arm was bound in linen^ the bandage sealed by the priest, and 
on the third day the limb was uncovered. K the bum or scald 
had healed the prisoner was pronounced innocent^ otherwise he 
had to suffer the punishment due to his offence. 

The details given in the text are chiefly taken &om the 
Canons of Athelstane ; but the mode of purgation therein de- 
scribed is similar to that by which it is said Queen Emma 
repelled an accusation made by Robert, Bishop of London, in 
the year 1046. This mode of administration was perhaps more 
frequently used when a prompt appeal was needed to the judg- 
ment of Gk)d, or in the case of persons of rank, were they ever^ 
as was seldom the case, compelled to appeal to its decision. 



Note P, p. 231. — Character of Canute, 

The great change in Canute's character after his accession to 
the throne has been noticed by all writers. Each year he 
seemed to grow in self-command and in the practice of virtue, 
while all men were edified by his strict attention to his religious 
duties. Later in life he made a pilgrimage to Rome, and a letter 
written thence gives a good idea of his gieneiol Q.ff<&<:.ti<:^\\. l<yE. ^^ 
people. It ia addressed to the archbi&ko^^ «xA\h]^*(s^ ^s^^^^^xX 
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men, and to all the English people, and is written in the Caim- 
liar style a father might use to his children, espedaUj telling 
them all he had seen at Rome, and about the waj in wUch he 
spent Easter with Pope John and the Emperor, whom he pe^ 
suaded to abolish certain dues exacted from English pUgiim 
In the last portion of the letter he tells them how he has made 
up his mind to amend his life in every way, and to atone for all 
the wrongs committed in the violence of youth. He forbids anj 
l)erson to use violence or to make the royal needs an excuse for 
wrongdoing, saying, ** I have no need of money gathered by im- 
righteousness." He concludes by saying that he is sure tliej 
will all be glad to hear how he has fared, and that they know 
he has not spared himself any trouble, and never will, to do all 
that lies in his power for the good of his people. 

There is something in the whole tone of the letter wbicli 
warms one's heart towards the writer, and one cannot help con- 
trasting the reigns of the two conquerors, Canute and William: 
the first, beginning with violence and bloodshed, grew daily in 
justice, mercy, and the love of Qod, and so passed lamented to 
his grave ; the latter, promising at first to govern justly, grew 
worse and worse in oppressive cruelty and all sorts of wrong- 
doing, imtil the sad and hopeless death-scene in the abbey of S. 
Qervase. But the delineation of the latter period must be re- 
served, all being well, for the ** Third Chronicle of .^Sscendunc." 
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invaluable for the use of candidates for ** A very valuable and practical 

confirmeUton in the higher clasus?* — manual, full of information. It de- 

JoHN Bull. setves high commendation.** — Church- 

" To us it appears that Mr. Blunt man. x 
has succeeded very weU. A U necessary 

Sacraments and Sacramental Ordi- 
nances of the Church ; being a Plain Exposition of their 
History, Meaning, and Effects. By the Rev. John Henry 
Blunt, M.A., F.S.A., Editor of the "Annotated Book of 
Common Prayer," &c. Small Svo. 4J. 6d, 

A Conunentary, Expository and De- 
votional, on the Order of the Administration of the Lord's 
Supper, according to the Use of the Church of England ; to 
which is added, an Appendix on Fasting Communion, Non< 
communicating Attendance, Auricular Confession, the Doctrine 
of Sacrifice, and the Eucharistic Sacrifice. By Edward 
Meyrick Goqlburn, D.D., Dean of Norwich. Sixth 
Edition. Small Svo. 6s, 

Also a Cheap Edition, uniform with "Thoughts on Personal 
Religion," and " The Pursuit of Holiness." y, 6d. 

Comment upon the Collects appointed 

to be used in the Church of England on Sundays and Holy 
Days throughout the Year. By John James, D.D., sometime 
Canon of Peterborough. New Edition. Small Svo. y, 6d. 
Also a Fine Edition, on Toned Paper. Crown Svo. $s. 



Prayer Book and Church Service 5 

The Priest to the Altar; or, Aids to 

the Devout Celebration of Holy Communion, chiefly after the 
Ancient English Use of Sarum. Third Edition, revised and 
enlarged. Royal 8vo. 12s. 

JS'otitia Eucharistica ; a Commentary, 

Explanatory, Doctrinal, and Historical, on the Order for the 
Administration of the Lord's Supper, or Holy Communion, 
according to the use of the Church of England. With an 
Appendix on the Office for the Communion of the Sick. By 
the Rev. W. E. Scudamore, M.A., Rector of Ditchingham, 
and formerly Fellow of St. John's College, Cambridge. Second 
Edition, revised and enlarged. 8vo. 32^. 

The Athanasian Origin of the Athan- 

asian Creed. By J. S. Brewer, M.A., Preacher at the 
Rolls, and Honorary Fellow of Queen's College, Oxford. 
Crown 8vo. 3J. 6^. 

The "Damnatoiy Clauses" of the 

Athanasian Creed rationally explained in a Letter to the Right 
Hon. W. E. Gladstone, M.P. By the Rev. Malcolm 
MacColl, M.A., Rector of St. George, Botolph Lane. 
Crown 8vo, dr. 



The Athanasian Creed : an Examina- 
tion of Recent Theories respecting its Date and Origin. 
With a Postscript referring to Professor Swainson's Account of 
its Growth and Reception, which is contained in his Work 
entitled **The Nicene and Apostles' Creeds, their Literary 
History." By G. D. W. Ommanney, M.A., Vicar of Dray- 
cot, Somerset. Crown 8vo. Ss, 61/, 

ant) at ®xtct\) axCU Cxu&\r!C&^\ 



The ^ew Mitre Hymnal^ containing New 

Xnsc bf Sff Jobs Gofss^ Sir CaomiGM Eltkt, Dr. Staikul, 
Hi:nLT GtADon; Eas^^ J. BAFnsTmCAuas^ Esq., Bulthold 
TocuSy Fjq., Jaxss Lasgbas^ £■!-* sad otlier eminent 
Composers ; topsher wtdt S fiwiina ii a n. Times now first 
mtnxinced. uxta tins Coonizy. Rojsl Svql ^. 

An Fitftinn of ^e Words widioat the Music may also be 
had, iSixio«, doth. 5inp» ix. ; or in doch bootrds, extra 
gilt, is. 6iL 

^A laz^ retfiMTujn Co pmcbascxs o£ ({oantxties.] 

Psalms and Hjnmns adapted to the 

Senrices of tbe Orarch of Engiand ; with a Supplement of 
additional Hrmns, and Tndices. 67 the Rer. W. J. Hall, 
M. A. 8n)., 5r. 6iiL ; iSmoc, y. ; 24mQ., is.6d. ; cloth limp, 
Lr. 5</. ; 52mo., Lr. ; doch limp, &£ 

Selection of Psalms and Hymns ; with 

Accompanying Tones selected and arranged by John Foster, 
of Her Majesty's Chapels RoyaO. By the Rct. W. J. Hall, 
M.A. Crown 8vo. 2x. 6/. The Tunes only, is. 

A Conunentaiy, Praotieal and Exegeti- 

cal, on the Lord's Prayer. By the Rer. W. Dknton, M.A. 
Smjdl 8to. 5f. 

The Psalter, or Psalms of David- (The 

Prayer Book Version.) Printed in red and black. Small 8to. 
2/. 6d. 
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2. €bt ^ol]? ^ctiptureiB. 

The Greek Testament. With a Critically 

Revised Text ; a Digest of Various Readings ; Marginal 
References to Verbal and Idiomatic Usage ; Prolegomena ; 
and a Critical aiid Exegetical Conmientary. For the use of 
Theological Students and Ministers. By Henry Alford, 
D.D., late Dean of Canterbury. New Edition. 4 Volumes. 
8vo. 102^. 

The Volumes are sold separately, as follows : — 

Vol I.— The Four Gospels. 2Ss. 

Vol. II. — Acts to 2 Corinthians. 24s. 

Vol. III. — Galatians to Philemon. iSs, 

Vol. IV. — Hebrews to Revelation. 32^. 



The New Testament for English 

Readers : containing the Authorized Version, with a revised 
English Text ; Marginal References ; and a Critical and £jc- 
planatory Commentary. By Henry Alford, D.D., late 
Dean of Canterbury. New Edition. 2 Volumes, or 4 Parts. 
8vo. 54J. 6d, 

The Volumes are sold separately, as follows : — 

Vol. I, Part I. — The Three first Gospels. 12s. 
Vol. I, Part II. — St. John and the Acts. loj. 6d, 
Vol. 2, Part I.— The Epistles of St Paul. idr. 
Vol. 2, Part II. — Hebrews to Revelation, idr. 

and at ®xfoxt} atvb <&Bm^%^^ 
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The Holy Bible; with Notes and Intro- 
ductions. By Chr. Wordsworth, D.D., Bishop of Lincoln. 
New Edition. 6 Vols. Imperial 8vo. 120s. 

The Volumes are sold separately, as follows : — 
Vol. I.— The Pentateuch. 25J. 
VoL II. — Joshua to SamueL 151. 

VoL III.— Kings to Esther. 15J. 

Vol. IV. — ^Job to Song of Solomon. 25J. 
Vol. V. — Isaiah to EzekieL 25J. 

Vol. VI. — Daniel, Minor Prophets, and Index. 15^. 

The New Testament of our Lord and 

Saviour Jesus Christ, in the original Greek ; with Notes, Intro- 
ductions, and Indices. By Chr. Wordsworth, D.D., Bishop 
of Lincoln. New Edition. 2 Vols. Imperial 8vo. 60s, 

The Volumes are sold separately, as follows : — 

Vol. I. — Gospels and Acts. 23^. 

Vol. II. — Epistles, Apocaljrpse, and Index. 37J. 

Notes on the Greek Testament. The 

Gospel according to S. Luke. By the Rev. Arthur Carr, 
M.A., Assistant -Master at Wellington College, late Fellow of 
Oriel College, Oxford. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

** It is a most useful and scholarly historical and archteologicetl informa- 

workf well adapted to the higher classes tion is supplied pUnti/ully vuhen need- 

of public schools and the students at ful to illustrate a passage ; the drift of 

our colleges." — Standard. a narrative or discourse and the se- 

" The notes are briefs scholarly ^ and quence of the thoughts is traced out and 

hosed on the best authorities. . . . care/ultp^ analysed; in short, the 

The introduction Tvill be found to be of Go^l ts treated tu we treat a classical 

especial value to the young student, in- author, and the student is here supplied 

forming him, as it does, of the Greek with an apparatus criticus superior in 

manuscripts whichform the basis of the kind and completeness to any we have 

Greek text^ and giving a most thorough ever seen afforded to hint for the pur- 

and comprehensive account of S. pose elsewhere. A very clever and tak- 

Luke's life and the style of his writ- ingbook,** — Literary Churchman. 
ing." — School Board Chroniclb. *' Admirably adapted for the use of 

*' Grammatical peculiarities are those who begin the study of the New 

brought into the foreground, and con- Testament in the original after having 

trastedwith classical usages; questions acquired a fair acquaintasue with 

of various reading are carefully noted; classical Greek** — Scotsman. 
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The Annotated Bible, being a House- 
hold Commentary upon the Holy Scriptures, comprehendmg 
the Results of Modern Discovery and Criticism. By the Rev. 
John Henry Blunt, M.A., F.S.A., Editor of ** 'the Anno- 
tated Book of Common Prayer," "The Dictionary of Theo- 
logy,** etc. etc. Three Vols. Demy 4to, with Maps, etc. 

Vol. I. (668 pages.)— Containing the GENERAL INTRO- 
DUCTION, with Text and Annotations on the Books 
from GENESIS to ESTHER. 31J. 6^. 

Vol. II. (720 pages.)— Completing the OLD TESTAMENT 
and APOCRYPHA. 31J. 6d, 

This Work has been written with the object of providing for educated readers 
a compact intellectual exposition of the Holy Bible, in which they may find such 
explanations and illustrations of the Sacred Books as will meet the necessities of 
the ordinary, as distinguished from the laboriously learned, inquirer of the present 
day. Great care has been taken to compress as much information as possible into 
the Annotations by condensed language, by giving the results of inquiry without 
adding the detailed reasonings by which those results have been arrived at, by 
occupying scarcely any space with controversy, and by casting much matter into 
a tabular form. 

Every book has an Introduction prefixed to it, which gives some account of its 
authorship, date, contents, object, and such other particulars as will put the 
reader in possession of the best modern conclusions on these subjects. The 
Annotations are also illustrated by text maps and other engravings when neces- 
sary, and full-page coloured maps are added for the general illustration of Bibli- 
cal Geography from the best authorities. 

The Commentary is preceded by a General Introduction, which contains chap- 
ters on the Literary History of the Bible (illustrated by engraved facsimiles, and 
by specimens of English Bibles from the tenth to the seventeenth centuries), on 
the trustworthiness of the Bible in its existing form, the revelation and inspiration 
of Holy Scripture, the interpretation of Holy Scripture, and the liturgical use of 
the Bible. There are also special Introductions to the New Testament and the 
Apocrypha. 

" )Ve do not know any one publi- Hon to ea£h book, and in the notes^ 

cation in which the great ntass of facts -which are more extensive than the 

relaiing to the language^ the trans- sacred text^ the Bible is treated as a 

cription, the versions^ and the extant literary book on its human side, and 

copies of the Bible is contained in a as a completely inspired authority on 

form at once so comprehensive^ so brief its Divine side. Criticisnt, exegetics^ 

and succinct^ and so pleasant to peruse, and dogmatics^ nteet in a more har- 

. . , The annotation eUl through is monious unity than we have yet seen in 

rust what it should be, brief sug- the work of any one author on Scrtp- 

gestive, and clear." — Church Quar- ture." — Edinburgh Daily Review. 

TBRLY Review. * ' The work^ to which the Editor must 

** Only those who have made a reg- have devoted imntense zeal and labour, 

ular studf of the subject can even promises to be, when completed, a val- 

guest what a quantity of readif^ uable addition to Biblical literature.'* 

Ha* been necessary to put before the — Manchester Examiner. 

reader the results here set down.*' — **lVe are sure this* Annotated Bible* 

Church Times. will be rapidly recognised as a very 

** Alike in the critical introduction important ana valtuible aid for Bible 

«/ eighty Pages, in the introduc- readers.** — Church Review. 

BxCts at ®xfotls «vlU CatftSoec^Ts^t 
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An Introduction to the Devotional 

Study of the Holy Scriptures : with a Prefatory Essay on their 
Inspiration, and specimens of Meditations on various passages 
of them. By Edward Meyrick Goulburn, D.D., Dean of 
Norwich. Tenth Edition, revised and enlai^ed. Small 8vo. 
6s, 6<i, 

*• The value of this work is too -well *' When a book has reached its tettth 

ktunvn to need any notice on our Pa* t. edition little can be said in favour of its 

The sale of nine large editions is suf- usefulness. It htu proved its value by 

ficient evidence of its appreciation. In its popularity. This is the case vtnth this 

thiSf the tenth edition, the author has volume of Dean GouUmm's. Still there 

eidded an essay on the Inspiration of will be many who have not yet made 

Scripture, and appended some medita- personal use ofity and to such we can 

tions originally printed in a detached heartily recommend this new edition, 

form. By so doing he has added to the Previous to this issue, the 'whole work 

completeness, and therefore to the value has been thoroughly reconsidered and 

of the volume. It is strictly of a de- revised^ the essay on Inspiration re- 

votional character, though in saying turitten, and a series of Meditations 

this we would not imply that the Intel- added. The whole forms a most 

lectual element was at all wanted. In desirable companion for all tvho seek 

its present form it "will be welcomed by to attain to a greater knowledge of the 

the devout members of the Church, inner and spiritual teaching of Holy 

and will assist in the devotional study Writ." — National Church. 
of the Word of God," — John Bull. 



The Microscope of the ITew Testament. 

By the late Rev. William Sewell, D.D., formerly Fellow 
of Exeter College, sometime Professor of Moral Philosophy in 
the University of Oxford, and Whitehall Preacher. Edited by 
the Rev. W. J. Crichton, M.A. 8vo. 14J. 

*' The style of the book, in which the diMculties are removed^ and many 

results of the most scholarly investtga- obscure passages fully elucidated. IVe 

tions are set jorth in comparatively may instance as ttmly valuetile addi' 

popular language, ought to recommend tions to Biblical criticism the essays on 

it not only to the systematic Biblical " The Accounts of the Resurrection," 

student, but to the general reader and *' The Last Scenes of our Lord's 

whose mind is capable oj being attrcuted Life." Indeed^ all earnest BibUced 

by an earnest treattnent of the grandest scholars will do well to procure this 

subject to which the human intellect volume, emd tneUte it for a tiute their 

can lead itself." — Manchester constant companion, IVe venture to 

Courier. think that when it has been so used, it 

'* IVill be a work of deep interest to will for tke future be kept within easy 

reverent investigators of the Greek of reach for constant reference. It takes 

the sacred canon. . , , Much light is a laborious lifetime to produce such 

throvm on various controverted pas- results as these," — National Church. 
sages of the New Testament, many 
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Analytical Notes on ObadiaJi and 

Habakuk, for the use of Hebrew Students. By the Rev. 
William Randolph, M.A., of St. John's College, Cam- 
bridge. 8vo. 5j. 6d, 



*4 



'Si/ruf a thoughtful study of the original^ show him to be a laborious 

original^ ixnthout the advantage of afM conscientious worker." — Irish £c- 

tnany modern appliances. " — Academy, clesi astical Gazette. 

** Mr. Randolph is filling up a " This is intended for the use of 
serious gap in exegetical literature^ Hebrevu students, who ivill find here 
and has attempted to do for individual valuable help in mastering the subtle 
parts of the Hebretv Testament ivhat niceties of diction, the emphatic forms, 
Ellicott, Lightfoot, and others are and the artificial arrangement of sen- 
doing for portions of the Greek Testa- tences, so characteristic of the original, 
ment. We are glad to see he promises. The accuracy of its Hebrew scliolar- 
if encouraged, to follorv this %'olunte up ship, and its clear insight into the most 
* by others of a similar character* abstruse difficulties of the language 
Mr. Randolph's accurate distinctions made use of by this prophetical writer, 
of HebrcTV words, and the pains he is render the work invaluable even to the 
at to convey the true meaning of the scholar." — National Church. 

The Psalms. Translated from the Hebrew. 

With Notes, chiefly ExegeticaL By William Kay, D.D., 
Rector of Great Leghs, late Principal of Bishop's Collie, 
Calcutta. Third Edition. 8vo. I2J. 6^. 

** Like a sound Churchman, he make use of it.** — British Quarterly 

reverences Scripture, upholding its Revikw. 

authority against sceptics; and he "The execution of the work is careful 

does not denounce such as differ from and scholarly.** — Union Review. 

hint in opinion with a dogmatistn un- *' To tnention the name of Dr. Kay 

he^pily too common at the present day. is enough to secure respectful attention 

Hence, recuiers will be disposed to con- to his new translation of the Psalms, 

sider his conclusions worthy of atten- It is enriched with exegetical notes 

tton ; or perhaps to adopt them^ without containing a wealth of sound learning, 

inquiry. It is superfluous to say that closely occasionally. Perhaps too closely 

the translation is better and tnore condensed. Good care is taken of tne 

accurate on the vahole than our received student not learned in Hebrew; we 

one, or that it often reproduces the sense hope the Doctors example will prevent 

of the original happily.*' — ATHEN^euM. any abuse of this consideration, and 

** Dr. Kay has profound reverence stimulate those who profit by it to 

for Divine truth, and exhibits con- follow him^ into the very text of the 

sideraile reading, with the power to ancient Revelation.** — ^John Bull. 

Ecclesiastes : the Authorized Version, with 

a running Commentary and Paraphrase. By the Rev. Thos. 
Pelham Dale, M.A., Rector of St. Vedastwith St. Michael 
City of London, and late Fellow of Sidney Sussex College, 
Cambridge. 8vo. *js, 6d, 

anH at ^xCoit atds <&uxAs^^ 
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Enling Ideas in Early Ages and their 

Relation to Old Testament Faith. Lectures delivered to 

Graduates of the University of Oxford. By J. B. Mozley, D.D., 

late Canon of Christ Church, and Regius Professor of Divinity 

in the University of Oxford. Second Edition. 8vo. los. 6d. 

**Heu all tkt same marks of a ** One 0/ the most remarkable books 

fowerful and original mind wkick in the department of theology tkat kas 

we observed in the volume 0/ Univer- oMeared in the Present generation, 

stty Sirmons. Indeed^ as a continuous Dr. Mozley has won a place in the 

srudy of the rudimentary conditions of foremostrankofteligious philosophers, 

human thought ^ even as developed . . . It is a bold but successful attempt 

under the immediate guidance of a to explain the peculiar morality recog- 

Divine Teacher ^ this volume has a nised in certain transactions of tne 

hiiher intellectual interest than the Old Testament upon rational grounds, 

last. " — Spectator. For the first time in our experience we 

** Canon MozUys volume must have tnet tuith a satisfactory solution 

undeniably^ we think, stand in the of what aU students of the Bible hare 

very front rank for its combination felt to be a most difficult problefn. . . . 

of philosophic breadth and depth of We commend Dr Mozuy's work as 

insight f with a thoroughly reverent one which will accomplish in our day 

treatment of its subject. . . . Treated what Bishop Butler's did in his. Jtu 

with great ability ^ and with much oru which should be read and studied 

richness of illustration. . . . They are by everybody.** — Churchman (New 

entirely worthy of those on which we York). 
have commented." — Guardian. 

A Companion to the Old Testament; 

being a Plain Commentary on Scripture History, down to the 
Birth of our Lord. Small 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

** A very compact summary of the " This will be found a very xfaluable 

Old Testament narrative^put together aid to the right understanding of the 

so as to explain the connection and Bible. It throws the whole Scripture 

bearing of its contents, and written in rtarrative into one from the creation 

a very good tone ; with a final chapter downwards, the author thus condettsing 

on the history of the Jews between the Prideaux, Shuckford, and FutseU, 

Old and New Testaments. It will be and in the most reverential manner 

found very useful for its purpose. It bringing to his aid the writings of all 

does not confine itself to merely chrono- modem annotators and chronologists. 

logical difficulties, but comments briery The book is oru that should have a 

upon the religious bearing of the text wide circulation amongst teachers 

also. " — Guardian. and students of att derutmirtaiums. "— 

** A most admirable Companion to Booksbllbr. 
the Old Testament, being far the most " The handbook before us is so full 
concise yet complete commentary on and satisfactory, considering its corn- 
Old Testament history with which we Pass, ana sets forHh the history of the 
have met. Here are combined ortho- old covenant with such eorucientious 
doxy and learning, an intelligent and minuteness, that it cannot fail to prove 
at ike same time interesting summary a godsend to candidaUs for examines- 
of the leading facts of the sacred story, tion in the Rudimenta Religionis as 
It should be a text-book in every school, iwll as in the corresponding school at 
and its value is immensely enhanced Cambridge." — English Churchman. 
bv the copious and complete index.** — 
John Bull. 
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A Key to the !N"arTative of the Four 

Gospels. By the Rev. John Pilkington Norris, B.D., 
Canon of Bristol, Vicar of St. Mary Redcliffe, and Examining 
Chaplain to the Bishop of Manchester. New Edition. Small 
8vo. 2s, 6d, Also a Cheap Edition, is. 6d, 

Forming a Volume of ** Keys to Christian Knowledge." 

" This is very much the best book of adominf^ the subject by the tenderness 

its kind vue have seen. The only fault and honesty with which he treats it. 

is its shortness, which prevents its going IVe hope that this little book will have 

into the details which would support a very wide circulation^ and that it 

and illustrate its statements. It is^ will be studied; and we can promise 

however^ a great improvement upon that those who take tt u^ will not 

any book of its kind we know. It bears readily put it down a^ain. — Record. 
till the marks of being the condensed " This is a golden little volunu. 

vtork of a real scholar f and of a divine . . . Its design is exceedingly mo- 

too. The bulk of the book is taken up dest. Canon N orris writes primarily 

with a * Life of Christy compiled from to help * younger students* in studying 

the Four Gospels^ so as to exhibit its the Gospels. But this unpretending 

steps and stages and salient points.** — volume is one which au students may 

Literary Churchman. study with advantage. It is an ad- 

** This book is no ordinary compen- tnirable manual for those who take 

dium, no mere * cram-book;' still less Bible Classes through the Gospels. 

is it an ordinary reading-book for Closely sifted in style, so thai all is 

schools ; but the schoolmaster^ the clear ana weighty ; full of unostenta- 

Sundav-school teacher ^ and the seeker tious learning t and pregnant with 

after a comprehensive knowledge of suggestion; deeply reverent and a>- 

Divine truth will find it worthy of its together Evangelical in spirit ; Canon 

name. Canon Norris writes simply ^ Norri^ s book supplies a real want ^ and 

reverently f witkoui great display of ought to be welcomed by eUl earnest and 

learnings ^vtn^ the result of muck devout students of the Holy Gospels.** 

careful study in a short compass, and — London Quarterly Review. 



A Key to the !N"aiTative of the Acts of 

the Apostles. By the Rev. John Pilkington Norris, B.D., 
Canon of Bristol, Vicar of St. Mary Redclifie, and Examining 
Chaplain to the Bishop of Manchester. New Edition. Small 
8vo. 2 J. 6d, Also a Cheap Edition, is, 6d. 

Forming a Volume of ** Keys to Christian Knowledge." 

" The book is one which we can become a general favourite. The 

heartily recommend.** —Svectato^bi^ sketch of the Acts of the Apostles is 

** Few books have ever given us done in the same style; there, is the 

tnore unmixed pleasure than this.** — same reverent spirit and quiet en- 

Litbrary Churchman. thusiasm running through it, and the 

** THus is a sequel to Canon Norri£s same instinct for seining the leading 

* Key to the Gospels,* which wets pub- points in the narrative.** — Rbcdru. 
lished two years ago, and which has 

ffftlr at ®x{otl) atCb (^Bxctoi^v. 
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Devotional Oommentary on the 

Gospel Narrative. By the Rev. Isaac Williams, B.D., 
formerly Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford. New Edition. 
8 Vols. Crown 8vo. 5^. each. Sold separately. Or the 
Eight Volumes may be had in a Box, 45X. 

THOUGHTS ON THE STUDY OF THE HOLY GOSPELS. 

Characteristic Differences in the Four Gospels-^-Our Lord's Manifestadons of 
Himself— The Rule of Scriptural Interpretation furnished hy our Lwd — 
Analogies of the Gospel — Mention of Angels in the Gospels— Places of our 
Lord's Abode and Ministry — Our Lord's mode of dealing with His 
Apostles — Conclusion. 

A HARMONY OF THE FOUR EVANGELISTS. 

Our Lord's Nativity — Our Lord's Ministry (second year) — Our Lord's Ministry 
(third year)— The Holy Week — Our Lord's Passion — Our Lord's Resur- 
rection. 

OUR LORD'S NATIVITY. 

The Birth at Bethlehem— The Baptism in Jordan— The First Passover. 

OUR LORD'S MINISTRY (Second YcarX 
The Second Passover— Christ with the Twelve— The Twelve sent forth. 

OUR LORD'S MINISTRY (Third Year). 

Teaching in Galilee — ^Teaching at Jerusalem — Last Journey from Galilee to 
Jerusalem. 

THE HOLY WEEK. 

The Approach to Jerusalem— The Teaching in the Temple — The Discourse on 
the Mount of Olives — ^The Last Suiter. 

OUR LORD'S PASSION. 

The Hour of Darkness — The Aeony- The Apprehension — The Condenmation— 
The Day of Sorrows— The Hall of Judgment— The Crucifixion— The 
Sepulture. 

OUR LORD'S RESURRECTION. 

The Day of Days — ^The Grave Visited — Christ appearing — ^The going to 
Emmaus — The Fort^ Days-^The Apostles assembled — The Xake of 
Galilee — ^The Mountain in Galilee —The Return from Cralilee. 

** There is net a better contpanion to Scripture from the writings of the 

he found for the season than the beau- early Fathers, it is only what every 

tiful * Devotional Commentary on the student knows must be true to say, that 

Gospel Narrative,* by the Rev. Isaac it extracts a whole wealth of meatung 

IVilliams. A rich mine for devotional from each sentence, each apparently 

and theological study.** — Guardian. faint allusion, each word in tke text." 

** So infinite are the depths and so — Church Rbview. 

innumerable the beauties ^ Scripture, '* Stands absolutely eUone in our 

and more particularly of the Gospels, English literature; there is, we should 

that there is some difficulty in de- say, no chance of its bein^ superseded 

scribing the manifola excellences of by any better book of its kind ; aitd its 

IVilliamt^ exquisite Commentary. De- merits are of the very highest order.^ 

riving its profound appreciation of — Litbrarv Churchman. 
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WJLLIAMS' DEVOTIONAL COUUENTAKY^ConHnuat. 

* * This is, in the truest sense of the **It would be difficult to select a more 

wordf a * Devotional Commentary* on uuful present, at a small cost, than 

theGos^l narrative, opening out ever^ this series would be to a young man on 

where, as it does, the spiritual beauties his^rst entering into Holy Orders, and 

and blesseebtess^ of the Divine message; many, no doubt, will avail themselves 

but it is umuthing more than this, it of the republication of these useful 

muts difficulties almost by anticipa- xfolumes/or this purpou. There is an 

Hon, and throws the light of learning abundance of sermon nutterud to be 

ever some of the very darkest passages drawn from any one of ihetn.** — 

in the New Testament.**— Kock.. Church Timbs. 

Female Characters of Holy Scripture. 

A Series of Sermons. By the Rev. Isaac Williams, 
B.D., formerly Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford. New 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 5j. 

CONTENTS, 

Eve — Sarah — Lot's Wife — Rebekah — Leah and Rachel — Miriam — Rahab— De-* 
borah— Ruth —Hannah— The Witch of Endor— Bathsheba— Rizpah— The 
Queen of Sheba — The Widow of Zarephath — ^Jezebel— The Shunammite 
— Esther — Elizabeth — Anna — The Woman of Samaria — Joanna — The 
Woman with the Issue of Blood— The Woman of Canaan — Martha — Mary 
—Salome— The Wife of Pilate— Dorcas— The Blessed Virgin. 

The Characters of the Old Testament. 

A Series of Sermons. By the Rev. Isaac Williams, B.D., 

formerly Fellow of Trinity Collie, Oxford. New Edition. 

Crown 8vo. $s. 

CONTENTS. 

Adam — Abel and Cain — Noah — Abraham — Lot — Jacob and Esau— Joseph — 
Moses — Aaron — Pharaoh — Korah, Dathan, and Abiram — Balaam — 
Joshua— Samson — Samuel —Saul— David — Solomon — Elijah — ^Ahab — 
Elisha — Hezekiah — Josiah — ^Jeremiah — Ezekiel — Daniel — ^Joel — Job — 
Isaiah — ^The Antichrist. 

The Apocalypse. With Notes and Re- 
flections. By the Rev Isaac Williams, B.D., formerly 
Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford. New Edition. Crown 
8vo. 5j. 

Beginning of the Book of Genesis, 

with Notes and Reflections. By the Rev. Isaac Williams, 
B.D., formerly Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford. Small 
8vo. ^s, 6d, 
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Short Notes on the Greek Text of 

the Acts of the Apostles. By J. Hamblin Smith, M.A., of 
Gonville and Caius Collie, late Lecturer in Classics at S. 
Peter's College, Cambridge. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

" This refriut of notes drawn up by the most successful commeniaiors. 

the editor for the use of his own pufiis The classical and non-classical idioms 

twelve years ago^ will be found most are carefully explained^ the histo- 

useful by all young students of the rical allusions fully illustrated^ and 

ortf^iruil text of the Booh of the Acts, especial attention is given to derivo" 

Believing that its author ^ tn connection tion and technical scholarship, espe- 

with his visit to Syracuse^ studied the cially respecting the Greek synonyms, 

account of the Sicilian Expedition, tenses^ and particles. The geography 

Mr. Smith makes many references and Church history of the Acts have 

to Thucydides, whose sixth book ttas a considerable attention given to them, 

large number of words and phrases in and in no other work on the subject 

common with the A cts of the Apostles, " intended for the j oung is this depart- 

-£dinburc:h Daily Review. ment of annotation wroug^ht out so 

" These notes are the product of a fully and serviceably for the young.* 

c ireful study of tlte most recent and — School Board Chronicle. 

Ecclesiastes for English Eeaders. The 

Book called by the Jews Koheleth. Newly translated, with 
Introduction, Analysis, and Notes. By the Rev. W. H. B. 
Proby, M.A., formerly Tyrwhitt Hebrew Scholar in the 
University of Cambridge. 8vo. 4r. td. 

The Ten Canticles of the Old Testa- 

ment Canon, namely, the Songs of Moses (First and Second), 
Deborah, Hannah, Isaiah (First, Second, and Thiid), Hezekiah, 
Jonah, and Habakkuk. Newly translated, with Notes and 
Remarks on their Drift and Use. By the Rev. W. H. B. 
Proby, M.A., formerly Tyrwhitt Hebrew Scholar in the 
University of Cambridge. 8vo. 5j. 

Genesis. With Notes. [The Hebrew Text, 

with Literal Translation.] By the Rev. G. V. Garland, 
M. A., late Vicar of Aslacton, Norfolk. 8vo. 2ij. 

The Acts of the Deacons; being a 

Commentary, Critical and Practical, upon the Notices of St. 
Stephen and St. Philip the Evangelist, contained in the Acts 
of the Apostles. By Edward Meyrick Goulburn, D.D., 
Dean of Norwich. Second Edition. Small 8vo. 6j. 
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The Holy Scriptures 17 

A Key to the "Knowledge and Use of 

the Holy Bible. By the Rev. John Henry Blunt, M.A., 
F.S.A., Editor of the "Dictionary of Theology," &c. &c. New 
Edition. Small 8vo. 2s, 6d, Also a Cheap Edition, is, 6d, 
Forming a Volume of ** Keys to Christian Knowledge." 

** Another c/ Mr. Blunts useful and New Testament. Lastly, there is a 

worktnanlihe campilationSf which will serviceable appendix o/^culiar Bible 

be fnast acceptable as a household book, words and their meanings." — Litbr- 

tfr in schools and colleges. It is a capi- arv Churchman. 

talbook too for schoolmasters and Pupil " IVe have much pleasure in reconf 

teachers. Its subject is arranged mending a capital handbook by the 

u$$der the heads of— I. The Literary learned Editor of * The Annotated 

History of the Bible. II. Old Tester- Book of Common /•fwyrr.'"— Church 

meni Writers and Writings. III. Timrs. 

New Testament ditto. Iv. R eve la- ** Merits commendation, for the lucid 

tion and Inspiration. V. Objects of and orderly arrangement in which it 

the Bible. VI. Interpretation of ditto, presents a considerable amount ofvalu- 

VII. The Bible a guide to Faith, able and interesting matter.^'—Rn- 

VIII. The Apocrypha. IX. The cord. 
Apocryphal Books associated with the 



Daniel the Prophet: Nine Lectures 

delivered in the Divinity School of the University of Oxford. 
With copious Notes. By the Rev. E. B. Pusey, D.D., R^us 
Professor of Hebrew, Canon of Christ Church, Oxford. Third 
Edition. 8vo. los. 6d, 

Oonunentary on the Minor Prophets ; 

with Introductions to the several Books. By the Rev. E. B>. 
Pusey, D.D., Regius Professor of Hebrew, Canon of Christ 
Church, Oxford. 4to. 31J. 6d, 

Parts I., II., III., IV., v., 5 J. each. Part VI., 6j. 

The Mystery of Christ: being an Exa- 
mination of the Doctrine contained in the First Three Chapters 
of the Epistle of Paul the Apostle to the Ephesians. By 
George Staunton Barrow, M.A., Vicar of Stowmarket. 
Crown 8vo. ^s, 6d. 
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Bible Readings for Family Prayer. 

By the Rev. W. H. Ridl£Y, M.A., Rector of Hambleden. 
Crown 8vo. 
Old Testament — Genesb and Exodus. 2s. 
The Four Gospels, y, 6</. 

St Matthew and St Mark. 2s. 
St Luke and St. John. 2s. 
The Acts of the Apostles, 2s, 

A Complete Concordance to the Old 

and the New Testament ; or, a Dictionary, and Alphabetical 
Index to the Bible, in two Parts. To which is added, a Con- 
cordance to the Apocrypha. By Alexander Cruden, 
M. A . With a Life of the Author, by Alexander Chalmers, 
F.S. A., and a Portrait. Sixteenth Edition. 4to. 2is, 

The Inspu^tion of Holy Scripture, its 

Nature and Proof. Eight Discourses preached before the 
University of Dublin. By William Lee, D.D., Archdeacon 
of Dublin. Fourth Edition. 8vo. i^s. 

On the Inspiration of the Bible. Five 

Lectures delivered at Westminster Abbey. By Chr. Words- 
worth, D.D., Bishop of Lincoln. Eighth Edition. Small 
8vo. is. 6d., or in paper cover, is. 

Syntax and Synonyms of the Greek 

Testament By the Rev. William Webster, M.A., late 
Fellow of Queen's College, Cambridge. 8vo. gs. 
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3. Detiotional Miorfes 

library of Spiritual Works for English 

Catholics. 

Elegantly printed with red borders, on extra superfine toned 
paper. Small 8vo. 5^*. each. 

OF THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. In 4 Books. By 
Thomas k Kempis. A New Translation. 

THE CHRISTIAN YEAR : Thoughts in Verse for the 
Sundays and Holydays throughout the Year. 

THE SPIRITUAL COMBAT ; together with the Supple- 
ment and the Path of Paradise. By Laurence Scu- 
POLI. A New Translation. 

THE DEVOUT LIFE. By S. Francis de Sales, 
Bishop and Prince of Geneva. A New Translation. 

THE LOVE OF GOD. By S. Francis de Sales, 
Bishop and Prince of Geneva. A New Translation. 

THE CONFESSIONS OF S. AUGUSTINE. In 10 
Books. A New Translation. 

TAe Volumes can also be had in Morocco and other extra bindings. 

Cheap Editions, yimo, cloth limpy 6d. ectch^ or cloth extra, red 

edges, is. each. 



Of the Imitation of Christ. 
The Spiritual Combat. 
The Christian Year. 



The Hidden Life of the SouL 
Spiritual Letters of S. Francis de 
Sales. 



These Five Volumes, cloth extra, may be had in a Box, piice ys. 
[Other Volumes are in preparation.] 
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The Child Samuel. A Practical and 

Devotional Commentary on the Birth and Childhood of the 
Prophet Samuel, as recorded in i Sam. i., ii. 1-27, iiL De- 
signed as a Help to Meditation on the Holy Scriptures for 
Children and Young Persons. By Edward Meyrick Goul- 
BURN, D.D., Dean of Norwich. Small 8vo. Ss. 

The Gospel of the Childhood : a Practi- 
cal and Devotional Commentary on the Single Incident of our 
Blessed Lord's Childhood (St Luke ii. 41 to the end) ; designed 
as a Help to Meditation on the Holy Scriptures, for Children 
and Young Persons. By Edward Meyrick Goulburn, 
D. D ., Dean of Norwich. Second Edition. Square crown 8vo. 
SS. 

Thoughts on Personal Eeligion ; being 

a Treatise on the Christian Life in its Two Chief Elements, 
Devotion and Practice. By Edward Meyrick Goulburn, 
D. D. , Dean of Norwich . New Edition. Small 8vo. 6s. 6ci. 
Also a Cheap Edition, 3x. 6d. Presentation Edition, elegantly 
printed on Toned Paper. Two vols. Small 8vo. lOf. 6d, 

The Pursuit of Holiness : a Sequel to 

"Thoughts on Personal Religion," intended to carry the 
Reader somewhat farther onward in the Spiritual Life. By 
Edward Meyrick Goulburn, D.D. Sixth Edition. 
Small 8vo. 5^. Also a Cheap Edition, y. 6d, 

Short Devotional Forms, for Morn- 
ing, Night, and Midnight, and for the Thiid, Sixth, Ninth 
Hours and Eventide of each Day of the Week. Arranged to 
meet the Exigencies of a Busy Life. By Edward Meyrick 
Goulburn, D.D. Fourth Edition. 32ma ix. 6d. 
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Devotional Works 21 

The Star of Childhood : a First Book of 

Prayers and Instruction for Children. Compiled by a Priest. 
Edited by the Rev. T. T. Carter, M.A., Rector of Clewer. 
With Illustrations. Fourth Edition. Square i6mo. 2s, 6d. 

The Way of Life : a Book of Prayers and 

Instruction for the Young at School, with a Preparation for 
Confirmation. Compiled by a Priest. Edited by the Rev. 
T. T. Carter, M.A. Second Edition. i8mo. is. 6d. 

The Path of Holiness : a First Book of 

Prayers, with the Service of the Holy Communion, for the 
Young. Compiled by a Priest. Edited by the Rev. T. T. 
Carter, M.A. With Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown 
i6mo. IS. 6d, ; cloth limp, is. 

The Treasury of Devotion : a Manual of 

Prayer for General and Daily Use. Compiled by a Priest. 
Edited by the Rev. T. T. Carter, M.A. New Edition, in 
Large Type. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

Smaller Edition. i8mo. 2s. 6d. ; cloth limp, 2s. , or 
bound with the Book of Common Prayer, 3^. 6d. 

The Guide to Heaven : a Book of Prayers 

for every Want. (For the Working Classes.) Compiled by 
a Priest. Edited by the Rev. T. T. Carter, M.A. Seventh 
Edition. i8mo. is. 6d. ; cloth limp, is. 

Large -Type Edition. Crown 8vo. is. 6d. ; cloth limp, ix. 

Meditations on the life and Mysteries 

of Our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. From the French. 
By the Compiler of " The Treasury of Devotion." ' Edited by 
the Rev. T. T. Carter, M.A. Crown 8vo. 

Vol. I.— The Hidden Life of Our Lord. 3J. 6d. 
VoL II.— The Public Life of Our Lord. 2 Parts. 5^. each. 
Vol. III.— The Suffering Life and the Glorified Life of Our 
Lord. 3^. 6d, 
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Prayers and Meditations for the Holy 

Communion. By Josephine Fletcher. With a Preface by 

C. J. Ellicott, D.D., Lord Bishop of Gloucester and Bristol. 

With red rubrics and borders . New Edition. Royal 32mo. 2s, 6cL 

An Edition without the red rubrics. 32mo. Cloth limp. is. 

" Devout beauty is the special char- objects offeUth^ suck as is not ahoajt 

acter of this new tnanualt and it ought to be founds but which characterises 

to be a favourite. Rarely has it hap- this manual in an epninent degree.^— 

pened to us to meet with so retnarkaSle Church Revibw. 

a combination of thorough Practical- ** Among the supply of EucharisUe 

ness with that almost poetic warmth Manuals^ one deserves ^cial atten^ 

which is the highest Jlower of genuine tionandcontmendaiion. Prayers end 

det'otion." — LrrBRARV Churchman. Meditations* merits the Bishop of 

"The Bishop recommends it to the Gloucester' s epithets ^*warmt devout, 

newly confirmed, to the tender-hearted and fresh. * A nd it ts thoroughly Eng- 

and the devout, as having been com- lish Church besides,**— GvAni>i an. 

piled by a youthful person, aftd as " IVe are by no means surprised that 

being marked by a peculiar * fresh- Bishop Ellicott should have been so 

ness.' We have pleasure in second- much struck with this little work, on 

ing the recommendations of the good accidentally seeing it in manttscript. 

Bishop. We know of no more suitable as to urge its publication, and to pre- 

manual for the newly confirmed, and feue it with kis comtnendation. The 

nothing more likely to engage the devotion which it breathes is truly fer- 

sympathies of youthful hearts. There vent, and the language attractive, and 

is a union of the deepest spirit ofdevo- as proceeding from a young person the 

Hon, a rich expression of experimental work is altogether not a little strik- 

life, with a due recognition of the ing.** — Rbcoro. 



Words to Take Tvith Us. A Manual of 

Daily and Occasional Prayers, for Private and Common Use. 
With Plain Instructions and Counsels on Prayer. By W. E. 
ScUDAMORE, M.A., Rector of Ditchingham, and formerly 
Fellow of S. John's Collie, Cambridge. Fifth Edition, 
revised. Small 8vo. 2s. 6d, 

Sunday Evenings in the Family. 

Being 'Expositions of the Gospels and Articles of the Church 
of England. Small 8vo. 3^. 

Private Devotions for School-boys; 

with Rules of Conduct By William Henry, Third Lord 
Lyttelton. New Edition. 32mo. 6d, 



Devotional Works 25 

For Days and Tears. A Book contain- 
ing a Text, Short Reading, and Hymn for every Day in the 
Church's Year. Selected by H. L. Sidney Lear. i6mo. 
2s. 6d. 

** Here a*-e no platitudes ^ no mere tents. The , readings have been care- 

* ^ody* talk; there is in each day's fully selected/ront the writings of some 

portion sound and healthful food for of the most eminent divines of ancient 

the mind and soul^ and also for the and modern times with whose names 

imagination, whose need of support the majority of our readers will be 

and guidance is too often forgotten, familiar. The compiler has displayed 

Text and comment and hymn are considerable tact and judgment in 

chosen with a pure and cultured taste ^ making judicious selections^ and in the 

and by the religious earnestness which genercU arrangement of the contents. 

they show, tend to develop it in the This volume commends itself to the 

reader. The book is, in fact, the best consideration of all devoted members 

of its kind we have ever seen, and for of the Church.' — Court Circular. 

the use of church people ought to stiver- *' IVe heartily commend both the plan 

sede all others." — Literary Church- and the execution . . . The author 

MAN. has proved that good may be got from 

" Will be found exceedingly useful men of the moft diverse minus." — 

to those who thoughtfully read its con- English Churchman. 

A Selection from Pascal's Thoughts. 

Translated by H. L. Sidney Lear. Square i6mo. Printed 
on Dutch hand-made paper, s'^s, 6d, 

** We should think highly of the are en this troublous earth. The 

spirituality and intellectual tastes of simple-hearted, the learned, the witty, 

the man or woman who turned to this and the devout, all may learn sonte- 

Uttle book whenever the soul was thing from these thoughts, and will 

weary, or the mind dull, or the heart certainly be the better for the learn- 

carewom, or the spirit was aspiring' ing." — John Bull. 

— Edinburgh Daily Review. '* An unusually excellent specimen 

** Makes a charnting little volume, of translation. \The translators has a 

Pascal is always of interest. . . . The delicate sense for style, both French 

Selection has been made with taste." and English; and has the still rarer 

— Examiner. gift of perceiving and preserving in 

** Will be welcome as a gift-book, the latter the literary equivalents of 

and ivill enrich and purify the mind the former language .... These 

of itx reader.*, and suggests thoughts selections really put Pascal's thought 

especially valuable in time of per- before us. " — Nation (New York). 
plexity and doubt, as indeed all times 

Faith and Life : Readings for the greater 

Holy Days, and the Simdays from Advent to Trinity. Com- 
piled from Ancient Writers. By William Bright, D.D., 
Canon of Christ Church, and Regius Professor of Ecclesiastical 
History in the University of Oxford. Second Edition. Small 
8vo. 5 J. 
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Daily Gleanings of the Saintly Life. 

Compiled by C M. S., with an Introduction by the Rev. M. 
F. Sadler, M.A., Prebendary of Wells, and Rector of 
Honiton, Devon. Small Svo, y. 6d, 



%* ■ 



' Tke tmeditutimms m^ emtirefy tmkem. imill bear com^rUon with the best of 

fmm the wnfcr ^f^tke iemdttig dreimes the ma»uais com^iUd from ancient 

0f the Grrjtt Cnth0iic Rerivml in the sources. There is a wholesome Church 

Chmrck of Emgljuut im omr omm detjr.' of En^lamd tome about this volume not 

Tie fmssMgrs ckmsen are full of chas- eUways to be found in manmaJs of this 

^ beaux J and r»Kse instruction, emd description."— Hatiohai. Church. 



Self-Renunciation. From the French. 

With an Introduction by the Rev. T. T. Carter, M.A., 
Rector of Clewer, Berk& Crown 8va dr. 
Also a Cheap Edition. Small 8vo. y. 6d, 



" // is ejccemefy dificuit U reviem portion of which is now, for the first 

or criticise, in detail, a booh tf this time we believe, done into Eng&sk. 

hind, and yet its abounding merits, its ... . Hence the suitableness 0/ 

prmcticainett, its searching good sense such a booh as this for those who, tn 

and thoroughness, emd tts frequent the midst of their families, are endea- 

bemutj, too, mahe us wish to do some- vourieig to advance in the spiritual 

thing more than annou$ace its pubticet- S/e. Hundreds of devout souls living 

tion. .... The style is eminently in the world heme been encouraged and 

clear, free from redundmnte emd pro- helped by such boohs as Dr. Neal£s 

&riff.**— LiTBftAKT Chukchmam. 'Sermons preached in a Religious 

"Few save Religious emd those House.* For such the present worh 

brought into immediate contact with will be found approprieUe, ^hile for 

themare, in edl probability, acquainted Religious themse&es it will be invalu^ 

with the French treatise ofGuillori, a able.—CuvwtCH TiiiBS. 

Spiritual Guidance. With an Introduc- 
tion by the Rev. T. T. Carter, M.A., Rector of Clewer, 
Berks. Crown 8va 6s. 

Extract fkom Prbpacb. 

[" Tbe special object of the volume is to supply practicBl advice in matters of 
consdence, such as may be generally applicable, while it offers, as it is hoped, 
much valuable help to Oirect<»s, it is fiw of suggesdons,^ whidi may be useful to 
any one in private. It thus fulfils a double purpose, wluch is not, as far as I am 
aware, otherwise provided for, at Icatst, not m so full and direct a manner. H 

"As a worh intended for general be found more or less etppUcable to all 

use, it will be found to contain much persons amid the ordinary difficulties 

valuable help, emd may be profitably emd trietls of Ufe, emd a help to the 

studied by emy one who is desiring to training of the mimd in habits of 

mahe progress in spiritueUHfe. Much ulf-discipline.**—Cuvwt.CHTiUK&. 
of the contents of this little booh will 
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Voices of Comfort. Edited by the Rev. 

Thomas Vincent Fosbery, M.A., sometime Vicar of St. 
Giles's, Reading. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 7j. 6</. 

[This Volume, of prose and poetry, original and selected, aims at revealing the 
fountains of hope and joy which underlie the griefs and sorrows of life. 

It is so divided as to amord readings for a month. The key-note of each day 
is given by the title prefixed to it, such as : ' The Power of, the Cross of Christ, 
Day 6. Conflicts of the Soul, Day 17. The Communion of Saints, Day 30. 
The Comforter, Day 33. The Light of Hope, Day 35. The Coming of Christ, 
Day s8.' Each day begins ^th passages of Holy Scripture. These are fol- 
lowed by articles in prose, which are succeeded by one or more short prayers. 
After these are Poems or passages of poetry, and then very brief extracts in 
prose or verse close the section. The book is meant to meet, not merely cases of 
bereavement or physical suffering, but 'to minister specially to the hidden 
troubles of the heart, as they are silently weaving their dark threads into the web 
of the seemingly brightest life.'] 

Hymns and Poems for the Sick and 

Suffering. In connexion with the Service for the Visitation of 

the Sick. Selected from various Authors. Edited by the 

Rev. Thomas Vincent Fosbery, M.A., sometime Vicar of 

St. Giles's, Reading. New Edition. Small 8vo. y, 6d. 

[Tlus Volume contains 2^3 separate pieces ; of which about 90 are by writers 
who lived prior to the eighteenth century ; the rest are modem, and some of 
these original. Amongst the names of the writers (between 70 and 80 in number) 
occur those of Sir J. Beaumont ; Sir T. Brown ; F. Davison ; Elizabeth of 
Bohemia ; P. Fletcher ; G. Herbert ; Dean Hickes ; Bishop Ken ; Norris : 

2uarles ; Sandys; Bishop J. Taylor; Henry Vaug^an; and Sir H. Wotton. 
nd of modem writers : — Airs. Barrett Browning ; Bishop Wilberforce ; S. T. 
Coleridge ; Sir R. Grant ; Miss E. Taylor ; W. Wordsworth ; Archbbhop Trench ; 
Rev. Messrs. Chandler, Keble, Lyte, Monsell, and Moultrie.] 

The Christian Tear : Thoughts in Verse 

for the Sundays and Holydays throughout the Year. New 
Edition, printed in large type. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

Elegantly printed with red borders. i6mo. 2s. 6d. Cheap 
Edition, without the red borders, cloth limp, is.; or in paper 
cover, 6d, 

Forming a Volume of ** Rivington's Devotional Series." 

Also New Editions, forming Volumes of the ** Library of 
Spiritual Works for English Catholics." Small 8vo. $s, 
32mo, cloth limp, 6d. ; cloth extra, is, [See page 19.] 
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Sprritnal Letters to Men. By Arch- 

KisHOPFfacnjOX. Bf AeAn&arof'* life of Fenekm," "Life 
of Sl Fnacisde Sa]es»''&c: Ac Crown Svou 6s, 




tkam givmg tkeu 

QCASmKLT RBVlKir. 

*- This tmbamg sk^mU take « plaa 



tke $m0st /rwTbMtf iff tMt 
Ckwistimm c/attHn." — Nonconformist. 
£r is rrimXIj murndtt/mi hmm Huie " Ome mf tktme rgtuUrhigs which h 
mf the Mw^mmm ef their e-ngimMJ exfiees- fmithfmimets tm their ^rigiMol, and tkt 
s:\-m hju e v iM / ifP Mft t d . Fider cler^ mill idiemmtic hemmty •/ their style , are real 
deiight im ^.emfmrimgiheiremem exferi' wmris of sort im their toay. It is net 



, with FemeZems mays 0/ treatimg^ tee mwA U say that these Letters read 
he severm* classes ef cases here taken as if they had been ^rst written in 



xm iamd. TV yrmngrr cler^gy it miii ie English, and that by seme master- 
fMi'u a srriis •/ specimen ejcamples hand. . . . Of the whole booh it would 



h^yse L" deai with that which is daily be dijicnlt U speak too highly."— 
becoming a larger and larger depart' Litbkakt Chubchman. 



tt rf the pnMCtical wrrh of amy " These who heme the 'Life ofFhie- 
really ej^ciemi ciergyman, and layween lea ' by this aatthor will not omit to 



will find it so stmightferward emd add his * Spiritnal Letters.* They are 

inielligihle, so ntterly free from tech- nniqne for their delicacy and tender- 

nicality, and , so entirely sympathetic ness of sentiment^ their smbtU ana- 

veith a layman s position, that we hope lysis of character, attd deep instgAt 

it win be largely bonght and read into the hnman heart." — ChurCH £c- 

amoHg them, A mere ttsefnl w o rh has lectic (New York)i 



Spiiitual Letters to Women. By Arch- 
bishop Fenelon. By the Author of * * Life of F^nelon, " * * Life 
of S. Francis de Sales," &c &c. Crown 8vo. dr. 

" As for the* Spiritual Letters* they tkrough every Page will intPress the 
cannot be read too often, and each reader nnth the highest conceivable re- 
time we take tkem up toe see new sped for the charactet of the author." 
beauties in tkem. The time to read — Mornikg Advertiskr. 
tkent is in tke early mornings wken " Tkis is an exceedingly well-got-up 
they seem to breatke tke very atntos- edition, admirably translated, of Fin- 
phere of heaven, and kave all the elons celebrated * Spiritual Letters! 
fragrance of fresh spiritual thougkt The translation is by the author of the 
about tkem, as the flowers carry on valuable Lives ofFenelon and Bossuet, 
tkeir bosom tke early dew. A stillness and forms a very suitable companion 
of devotion and vtrapt contemplation to the previous worh. Of the i^ettert 
of God and of heavenly tkings ckarac- tkemselves, tkere is no need to speak. 
ierizes every page.*' — Irish Ecclesias- Tke judgment to be formed of tkem 
TicAL Gazette, depends so muck on tke point of vien 

** Writing such as tkis will do more from wkick tkey are regarded; but 

to comtttend religion tkan all tke vain any one will be ready to admit tke 

dogmatic tkunder in wkick so many beauty of tkeir thoughts, the grace of 

of its professors indulge; whilst tke tkeir tone, attd tke nobility of tkeir 

tweet and tender piety wkick ru$u sentifnents.*' — Examiner. 



Devotional Works 27 

A Selection from the Spiritual Letters 

of S. Francis de Sales, Bishop and Prince of Geneva. Trans- 
lated by the Author of ** Life of S. Francis de Sales,** **A 
Dominican Artist,** &c. &c. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

**It is a collection of epistolary cor- and a great boon it will be to many. 

responcUnce of rare interest and excel- The Letters are addressed to people 0/ 

Unce. With those who have read the all sorts: — to men and to wotnen:—' 

Lifey there cannot but have been a to laity and to ecclesiastics , to people 

strong desire to know more of so beauti- living in the worlds or at court, and 

ful a character y . — Church Herald. to the inmates of Religious Houses. 

**A few tnonths back we had the We hope that with our readers it 

pleasure of -welcoming the Life of S. may be totally needless to urge such a 

Francis de Sales. Here is the pro- volume on their notice" — Literary 

mised sequel: — the * Selection from lUs Churchman. 
Spiritual Letters* then announced: — 

Also a Cheap Edition, forming a Volume of the ** Library 
of Spiritual Works for English Catholics. ** 32mo, cloth limp, 
6d, ; cloth extra, is, [See page 19.] 

A Manual for the Sick; with other 

Devotions. By Lancelot Andrewes, D.D., sometime 
Lord Bishop of Winchester. Edited with a Preface by H. P. 
LiDDON, D.D., Canon of St. Paul's. With Portrait. 
Third Edition. Large type. 24mo. 2s, 6d, 

Our Work for Christ among His 

Suffering People. A Book for Hospital Nurses. By M. A. 
MORRELL. Small 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

" The thoroughly sensible advice duties from the highest and holiest 

contained in this book cannot fail to be motives." — Church Bells. 

of the highest possible use ; indeed, the ** Contains excellent advice on the 

whole work is so eminently practical, subject of nursing, with the aim oj 

and deserves such hearty recognition, raising its lowliest duties to a standard 

that we cordially recomntend it, with of high and holy motives." — Graphic. 

the hope that it may find its way into *' This excellent little book is in- 

the hands of all who minister to the . tended for a limited class of readers, 

sick Vfithin our hospital wards. The but the practical lessons it teaches on 

prayers at the end of the book seem ex- how to sanctify the labour of nursing, 

actly suited to their purpose, dealing and how to overcome its difficulties, 

as they do Tvith the trials and neces- may be read with profit by those who 

sities of a nurses daily Ufe." — John are called on to nurse as amateurs in 

Bull. private homes, as well as by those who 

** It should be in the hands of every have adopted the occupation as a pro- 

tick-nurse who desires to fulfil her fession." — ^Aunt Judy's Magazine. 

anlr at ®x{oxT) BiCty <&^\Di8^V' 
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The English Poems of George Herbert, 

together with his Collection of Proverbs, entitled Jacula 
Prudbntum. With red borders. i6ma 2s, 6d, 

Forming a Volume of " Rivington's Devotional Series. 

" Tku btauH/ul UttU volume wiU '*A very beautiful edUum of the 

be found spectally convenient a* a quaint old English bard. All tovers 

pocket manual The 'Macula Pru- of the * Holy* Herbert nvill be grate- 

dentum* or proverbs^ deserve to be ful to Messrs. Riving;toH for the cart 

more widely known than they are at and pains they have ^stowed in supply- 

present. In many copies of George ing them with this and withal coth 

Herberts writings these quaint say- venieut copy of ^oems so well Jaunm 

in^ have been unfortunately omitted.** and so deservedly prisied." — London 

—Rock. Quartkrly Rbvibw. 

** George Herbert is too much a house- ** A very tasteful little booh, and 

hold name to require any introduction, will doubtless be acceptable to many." 

It will be sufficient to say that Messrs. — Rbcord. 

Rivington have published a ntost com- ** We commend this little book heof 

pact and convenient edition of the tily to our readers. It contains Her- 

poems and ^overbs of this illustrious berfs English poems and the * jacula 

English divine.** — English Church- Prudenlum,* in a very neat volume, 

MAN. which does much credit to the pvb- 

** An exceedingly pretty edition^ the Ushers; it vnll^ we hope, meet with 

most attractive form we have yet seen extensive circulation as a choice gift- 

from this delight/ul author, as a gift- book at a modertUe price.** — Christian 

book.**— Union Rbvibw. Obsbrvbr. 



A Short and Plain Instruction for the 

better Understanding of the Lord's Supper ; to which is annexed 
the Office of the Holy Communion, with proper Helps and 
Directions. By the Right Rev. Thomas Wilson, D.D., 
sometime Lord Bishop of Sodor and Man. Complete Edition, 
in large type, with rubrics and borders in red. i6mo. 2s. 6d. 

Also a Cheap Edition, without the red borders, is. ; or io 
paper cover, 6d. 
Forming a Volume of " Rivington's Devotional Series." 

" The Messrs. Rivington have Pub- elegance in which this work is got up. 

Usheda new and unabridged edition of — Prbss and St. Jambs' Chroniclb. 

that deservedly popular work. Bishop **A eleparted Author being dead yet 

Wilson on the Lords Supper. The speaketh in a way which will never be 

editionis here presented in three forms, out of date; Bishop Wilson on the 

suited to the various members of the Lord*s Supper, published by Messrs, 

household.** — Public Opinion. Rivington, in bindings to suit all 

** We cannot withhold the expression tastes and pockets,** — Church Rb- 

of our admiration of the style and vibw. 
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Devotional Works 29 

Of the Imitation of Ohrist. By 

Thomas k Kempis. With Red borders. i6mo. 2s, 6d. 

Also a Cheap Edition, without the red borders, ix. ; or in 
paper cover, 6d. 

Forming a Volume of " Rivington's Devotional Series." 

Also a New Translation, forming a Volume of the " Library 
of Spiritual Works for English Catholics. " Small 8vo. $s. 
32mo, cloth limp, 6d, ; cloth extra, is. [See page 19.] 

Introduction to the Devout Life. 

From the French of S. Francis de Sales, Bishop and Prince 
of Geneva. A New Translation. With red borders. i6mo. 

2S, (}d. 

Forming a Volume of ** Rivington*s Devotional Series." 

Also a New Translation, forming a Volume of the " Library 
of Spiritual Works for English Catholics." Small 8vo. 5j. 
[See page 19.] 

The Love of God. By S. Francis de 

Sales, Bishop and Prince of Geneva. Small 8vo. 5s. 

Forming a Volume of the ** Library of Spiritual Works for 
English Catholics." [See page 19.] 

The Rule and Exercises of Holy Liv- 
ing. By the Right Rev. Jeremy Taylor, D.D., sometime 
Bishop of Down and Connor, and Dromore. With red borders. 
i6mo. 2s, 6d, 

•Also a Cheap Edition, without the red borders, is. 
Forming a Volume of " Rivington*s Devotional Series." 



The Confessions of S. Augustine. In 

10 Books. A New Translation. Small 8vo. 5s. 

Forming a Volume of the ** Library of Spiritual Works for 
English Catholics. [See page 19.] 

t — . — — . 
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The Spirit of S. Francis de Sales, Bishop 

and Prince of Geneva. Translated from the French by the 
Author of '* The Life of S. Francis de Sales,'* " A Dommican 
Artist," &c. &C. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

'* S. Francis eU Sales, as skowm to kamdred books — one only however still 

MS by the Bishop of Belley, was clettrly known to fame, the Spirit qfS. Francis 

as bright and Ixvely a companion as de Sales, which has fair fy earned him 

many a sinner of witty reputation, the title of the ecclesiastical BosweU." 

He was a stndent of human nature on — Saturday Review. 

the highest grounds^ but he used his ** An admirable translation of 

knowled^ for amusement as well as Bishop Camtuf well-kn ow n collection of 

edification. Naturally we learn this saying and opinions. As a whole, we 

front one of his male friends rather can imagine no more delightful com- 

than from his female adorers. This panion than * The Spirit ofS. Francis 

friend is Jean-Pierre Camus, Bishop de Sales,* nor, we may add, a more 

of Belley, author, we are told, of two useful one.** — People's Magazine. 



The Hidden life of the Soul. By the 

Author of "A Dominican Artist," "Life of Bossuet," &c. &c. 

New Edition. Small 8vo. zs, 6d, 

Also a Cheap Edition, forming a Volume of the ** Library 
of Spiritual Works for English Catholics. " 32mo. Cloth limp, 
6d. ; cloth extra, is. [See page 19.] 

" // Tvell deserves the character in God as to make recovery easy and 

given it of being * earnest and sober,* sure." — Public Opikion. 
and not * sensational. ' " — Gu ardi a n. " There is a wonderful charm about 

** From the French of Jean Nicolas these readings — so calm, so true, so 

Grou, a pious Priest, whose works thoroughly Christian. IVe do not 

teach resignation to the Divine will, know where they would conu amiss. 

He loved, we are told, to inculcate As materials for a consecutive series 

simplicity, freedom, from all affecta- of meditations for the faithful at a 

tion and unreality, the patience and series of early celebraiiotu they would 

humility which are too surely grounded be excellent, or for private reading 

in self-knowudge to be surprised at a during Advent or L^ntP — Literary 

fall, but withal so allied to confidence Churchman. 

A Practical Treatise concerning Evil 

Thoughts : wherein their Nature, Origin, and Effect are 
distinctly considered and explained, with many Useful Rules 
for restraining and suppressing such Thoughts ; suited to the 
various conditions of Life, and the several tempers of Mankind, 
more especially of melancholy Persons. By William Chil- 
COT, M.A. New Edition. With red borders. i6mo. Ts.td. 
Forming a Volume of ** Rivington's Devotional Series." 



Devotional Works 31 

The Devotional Birthday Book. [In- 
tended to record the Birth of Relations and Friends. The 
Birthdays of celebrated people are printed in the Diary, with 
Devotional Extracts in Verse and Prose suitable to the season 
of the year.] With red borders. i6mo. 2s, 6d. 

Forming a Volume of * * Rivington's Devotional Series, 

The Rule and Exercises of Holy 

Dying. By the Right Rev. Jeremy Taylor, D.D., sometime 
Bishop of Down and Connor, and Dromore. With red borders. 
i6mo. 2s. 6d. 

Also a Cheap Edition, without the red borders, is. 

The * Holy Living ' and the * Holy Dying ' may be had 
bound together in one Volume, 5^. ; or without the red 
borders, 2s, 6d, 

Forming a Volume of ** Rivington's Devotional Series." 

Ancient Hymns. From the Roman 

Breviary. For Domestic Use every Morning and Evening of 
the Week, and on the Holy Days of the Church. To which 
are added. Original Hymns, principally of Commemoration and 
Thanksgiving for Christ's Holy Ordinances. By Richard 
Manx, D.D., sometime Lord Bishop of Down and Connor. 
New Edition. Small 8vo. Ss. 

** Real poetry wedded to words that some of these translations with the 

breathe the purest and the sweetest more modem ones of our own day. 

spirit of Christian devotion. The While we have no hesitation in 

translations from the old Latin Hym- awarding the palm to the latter^ the 

nalare close tmd faithful renderings. " former are an evidence of the earliest 

— Standard. germs of that yearning of the devout 

** As a Hymn writer Bishop Mant mind for something^ better than Tate 

deservedly occupies a prominent place and Brady ^ and which is now so richly 

in the esteem of Churchmen^ and we supplied.'*-— Church Timks. 
doubt not that many will be the readers '* The translations are graceful^ 

who will welcome this new edition of clear ^ and forcible ^ and the original 

his transitions and original composi- hymns deserve the highest praise, 

tions.'* — English Churchman. Bishop Mant has caught the very 

** A new edition of Bishop Manfs spirit of true psalmody^ and there is 

* Ancient Hymns from the Roman a tuneful ting in his verses which 

Breviary* forms a handsome little especially adapts them for congrega- 

volumotand it is interesting to compare tional singing.** — Rock. 

anH at ®xtott& «.tCt^ ^^.teiot^^^ 



32 Rivington's Select Catalogue 



Consoling Thoughts in Sickness. 

Edited by Henry Bailby, B.D. Small 8vo. is. 6d,\ or in 
paper cover, is, 

Consolatio; or, Ctomfort for the 

Afflicted. Edited by the Rev. C* E. Kennaway. With a 
Preface by Samuel Wilberforce, D.D., late Lord Bishop 
of Winchester. New Edition. Small 8vo. y, 6d. 

The Armoury of Prayer. A Book of 

Devotion. Compiled by Berdmore Compton, Vicar of All 

Saints', Margaret Street l8mo. 3^. 6d. 

** It has a marked individuality 0/ **TJu great characteristic of tht 

its own, and will no doubt meet with book is its thorough reality. It puts 

a certain number 0/ persons — chiefly into the mouth 0/ the worshipper words 

tnen, it is probable — to whose spiritual which express^ without exaggeration, 

wants tt is fltted above others. Those what an earnest English Christian 

— and their number is far larger than would feel and desire. The language 

is generally borne in mind — will find is neither a reproduction of foreign or 

A^yv a ntanual rich and abundant in medieeval sentiment nor an affected 

its material for devotion, but remark- reproduction of archaic forms, but good 

ably modem in its tone— fitted to ex- English of the Bible and Prayer Bock 

press the feelings and to interpret the type. . . . IVe could not wish the book 

aspirations of a cultured dweller in to be di^rent, and on the tuhole we 

towns ; and it is emphatically a book heartily recommend it as one of the 

of and for the times.** — Litbrarv best we know.** — Church Bklls. 
Churchman. 

The Light of the Conscience. By 

the Author of '* The Hidden Life of the Soul," &c. With an 

Introduction by the Rev. T. T. Carter, M.A., Rector of 

Clewer, Berks. Crown 8va ^s, 

** It is a book of counsels for those *' It consists of four-and- thirty short 

who wish to lead a pious and godly life, chapters or readings, every otu of them 

and may fill up a gap that has been full q/^iet, sensible, practical advice, 

felt since the external devotional habits and directions upon some one point oj 

0/ the advanced portion of the present Christian living or Christian feeling, 

generation have so much altered from It is a very beautiful little book, and it 

those 0/ the last, that the books of counsel is a most thoroughly Christian little 

prnnously in use are not deemed appli- book, and it is, moreover, what many 

cable to those who follow the full teach- good books faU short of being, namely, 

tngs of the extreme ritualistic party, a very wise little book. Its calm, 

for this book deaU with the most* ad- gentle sagacity is most striking:'^ 

vanced customs.*'— Gvakdiak. Literary Churchman. 
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Devotional Works 33 

L Manual of Devotion, chiefly for the 

use of Schoolboys. By the Rev. William Baker, D.D., 
Head Master of Merchant Taylors' School. With Preface by 
J. R. Woodford, D.D., Lord Bishop of Ely. Crown i6mo. 
Cloth limp. IS, 6ii, 

Tamily Prayers. Compiled from various 

Sources (chiefly from Bishop Hamilton's Manual), and arranged 
on the Liturgical Principle. By Edward Meyrick Goul- 
BURN, D.D., Dean of Norwich. New Edition. Large type. 
Crown 8vo. y, 6d, Cheap Edition. i6mo. is, 

(doming I^otes of Praise. A Series of 

Meditations upon the Morning Psalms. Dedicated to the 
Countess of Cottenham. By Lady Charlotte-Maria 
Pepys. New Edition. Small 8vo. 2s. 6d. 



Juiet Moments; a Four Weeks' Course 

of Thoughts and Meditations before Evening Prayer and at 
Sunset. By Lady Charlotte-Maria Pepys. New Edi- 
tion. Small 8vo. 2s. 6d, 



L Book of Family Prayer. Compiled 

by Walter Farquhar Hook, D.D., F.R.S., late Dean of 
Chichester. Eighth Edition, with Rubrics in Red. i8mo. 2s, 

y.ds to Prayer ; or, Thoughts on the 

Practice of Devotion. With Forms of Prayer for Private Use. 
By Daniel Moore, M. A., Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen, 
and Vicar of Holy Trinity, Paddington. Second Edition. 
Square 32mo. 2s. 6d, 
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The Words of the Son of God, taken 

from the Four Gospels, and arranged for Daily Meditation 
throughout the Year. By Eleanor Plumptre. Crown 870. 

"The quotations have been ntnde Lord s tuordt from this aspect to fini 

iudiciouslyt and contain much that is how complete a tnanual they maJee oj 

valuable and practically useful. . . . doctrine and practice. . . .We can 

We sincerely unite with the compiler most cordially recommend this volume 

in her desire that the plan adopted in to our readers ^ not only for personal 

this volume may prove useful to its use^ but for reading at morning and 

readers.*' — Record. evening prayer; while to the clergy it 

*' The aut/iaress oJ this vo'ume has will, we belteve, be found to be a the- 

woiten together with loving care and saurus of golden sayings which will 

reverent hand the sayings of the Son be both suggestive and useful." - 

of God, and it will perhaps surprise Churchman s Shilling Magazine. 
some of those who have not viewed our 

The Good Shepherd; or, Meditations 

for the Clergy upon the Example and Teaching of Christ. 
By the Rev. W. E. Heygate, M.A., Rector of Brighstone. 
Second Edition, revised. Small 8vo. 3j. 

CONTENTS. 

Thoughts on Meditation — Devotions Preparatory to Ordination — Early Life- 
Temptation — Fasting — Prayer — Divine Scripture — Retirement — Frequent 
Communion — Faith — Hope — Love — Preaching — Catechizing — Pnvate 
Explanation — Intercession — Brineing Christians to Holy Conununion— 
Preparation of those about to Communicate — Jesus absolving Sinners- 
Jesus celebrating the Eucharist— <^are of Children — Care of the Sick and 
Afflicted— The Healing of Schism— Treatment of the Worldly— Treatment 
of Penitents — Care of God's House — Fear and Fearlessness of Offence- 
Bearing Reproach — Bearing Praise — Seeking out Sinners — Sorrow over 
Sinners — Consoling the Sorrowful — Rebuke — Silence — Disappointment- 
Compassion — Refusing those who suppose Godliness to be C^in — Peace- 
giving — Poverty— Opportunities of Speech — With Christ or Without— 
Watchfulness — In wl^t to Glory — The Salt which has lost its Savour 
— Hard Cases — Weariness — Falling Back — Consideration for Others- 
Love of Pre-eminence— The Cross my Strength— The Will of God— The 
Fruit of Humiliation — The Praise of the World the Condemnation of God 
— Jesus r^oicing — Work while it is Day — Meeting again — The Reward. 
Further Prayers suitable to the Clergy — Prayer for the Flock — ^A General 
Prayer — Celebration of the Holy Eucharist — Preaching — ^Visitation. 

The Yirgin's Lamp : Prayers and Devout 

Exercises for English Sisters. By the Rev, J. M. Neale, 
D.D., late Warden of Sackville College, East Grinsted. 
Small 8vo. 3J'. 6d, 
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The Guide of Life : a Manual of 

Prayers for Women ; with the Office of the Holy Communion, 
and Devotions. By C. E. Skinner. Edited by the Rev. John 
Hewett, M. a., Vicar of Babbacombe, Devon. Crown i6mo. 
2s. 6d. I 

** Cler^men will be glad to know of tended.''' — Church Quarterly Re- 
this little manual as one which they view. 

tnay most safely put into the hands of " A very excellent manual for single 
intelligent women of the better class of young women. The prayers are 
those who have to work for their marked with a strong common-sense 
living. It is very complete in its tone which is especially commendable. '' 
scope, and it is not only a manual of — Church Times. 
devotions, but is really what it is en- *' Well-selected prayers and hymns 
tiiUdf *a Guide ofL ife, and is eviden tly for all estates and conditions qfwoman- 
the Tvork of one who thoroughly under- kind. It is earnest, devout, and 
stands the needs and the trials of the withal, sober and loyal in its tone." — 
important class for which it is in- John Bull. 

Sickness; its Trials and Blessings. 

Fine Edition. Small 8vo. 3^. dd. Cheap Edition, \s, 6d. ; 
or in paper cover, is. 

Help and Comfort for the Sick Poor. 

By the same Author. New Edition. Small 8vo. is. 

Prayers for the Sick and Dying. By 

the same Author. Fourth Edition. Small 8vo. is, 6d, 



From Morning to Evening : a Book for 

Invalids. From the French of M. I'Abbe Henri Perreyve. 
Translated and adapted by an Associate of the Sisterhood of 
S. John Baptist, Clewer. New Edition. Crown 8vo. ^s, 

Yita et Doctiina Jesu Christi ; or, 

Meditations on the Life of our Lord. By Avancini. In the 
Original Latin. Adapted to the use of the Church of England 
by a Clergyman. i8mo. 2s, 6d, 

anti at ©ifoxU auti <&^xc&x^%^ 
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Flowers and Festivals; or, Directions 

for the Floral Decoration of Churches. By W. A Barrett, 
Mus. Bac., Oxon., of St Paul's Cathedral. With Coloured 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Square crown Svo. 5^. 

The Chorister's Guide. By W. A.'Bar- 

RETT, Mus. Bac, Oxon., of St. Paul's Cathedral. Second 
Eldition. Crown Svo. 2s. 6d, 

**. . . Ont of tht most useful books admirable conciseness, and an equally 
of instructions for choristers— €utd, we observable completeness, all that is 
may add, choral singers generalfy — necessary a chorister should be taught 
thai has ever ema»tated from the out of a book, and a great deal calcu- 
musical press, . . . Mr. Barret fs lated to have a value eu bearing in- 
teaching is not only conveyed to his directly upon his actual Practice in 
readers with the consciousness of being singing** — Musical Standard. 
master of his subject, but he employs *" IVe can highly recotnmend the 
vwrds terse and clear, so that his present able manual.**— Educational 
meaning may be promptly caught by Times. 
the neophyte. , . ." — ^AxHSNiEUM. ** A very useful manual, not only /or 

**A nicely graduated, clear, and choristers ^ or rather those who may 

excellent intn^uction to the duties of aim at becoming choristers, but for 

a chorister*' — Standard. otJiers, who wish to enter upon the 

** // seems clear and precise enough study of music.**— "R-OCK. 

to serve its end. *' — Examiner. ** The work will be found of singular 

" A useful manual for giving boys utility by those who have to instruct 

such a practical and technical knotv- choirs." — Church Times. 

ledge of music as shall enable them to ** A most grateful contribution to 

sing both with confidence and preci- the agencies for improving our Ser- 

sion.*' — Church Herald. vices. It is characterised by all that 

** In this little volume we have a clearness in combination with concise- 
manual long called for by the require' ness of style which has made * Flowers 
ments of church music. In a series of and Festivals * so universally ad- 
thirty-two lessons it gives, with an mired.** — ^Toronto Herald. 



Priest and Parish. By the Rev. Harry 

Jones, M.A., Rector of St. Geoi^e*s-in-the-East, London. 
Square crown Svo. 6j. 6^/. 

Notes on Ohurch Organs : their Position 

and the Materials used in their Construction. By C K. K. 
Bishop. With Illustrations. Small 4to. ^. 
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Jtones of the Temple; or, Lessons 

from the Fabric and Furniture of the Church. By Walter 
Field, M.A., F.S.A., late Vicar of Godmersham. With 
numerous Illustrations. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 7^. 6d. 

** Any one who wishes /or simple in- ** Mr. Fields chapters on drosses^ 

Tfnation on the subjects of Church chancel screens^ crosses^ encaustic tiles , 

rchiUcture and/umiture, cannot do mural paintings^ porches and pave- 

rtter than consult * Stones of the ments, are agreeably written, and 

'emple.* Mr. Field modestly dis- People with a turn for Ritualism, will 

'oifHS any intention of supplanting no doubt find them edifying. The 

te existing regular treatises^ but his illustrations of Church arcniteciure 

H>k shows em amount of research, and and Church ornaments are very at- 

knowledge of what he is tcUking tractive."— "Pall Mall Gazkttk. 

hout, which make it practically use- ** * Stones of the Temple* is a grave 

tl «u well tis pleasant. The woodcuts book, the result of antiquarian, or 

ye numerous^ and some of them very rather ecclesiologjcal, tastes and of 

<^tty." — Graphic. devotional feelings. We can recom- 

**A very charming book, by the Rev. mend it to young people of both sexes, 

'Salter Field, who was for years and it will not disappoint the most 

ecretary of one of the leading Church learned among them. . . . Air. 

ode ties. Mr. Field has a loving re- Field has brought together, from well- 

trence for the beauty of the domus known authorities^ a considerable mass 

ansionalis Dei, as the old law books of archceological information, which 

tiled the Parish Church will interest the readers he especially 

*horou^hly sound in Church feeling, addresses." — ^Athen^kum. 

fr. Field has chosen the medium of a " Very appropriate as a Christmas 

tie to embody real incidents illustra- present, is an elegant and instructive 

veofthe various portions of his sub- book. . . . A full and clear account of 

ct. There is no attempt at elabora- the meaning and history of the several 

on of the narrative, which, indeed, partsof the fabric and of the furniture 

rather a string of anecdotes than a of the Church. It is illustrated with 

'0<y, but each chapter brings home to a number of carefully drawn pictures, 

'to mind its own lesson, and each is sometimes of entire churches, sonutimes 

lustrated with some very interesting of remarkable monuments, windows, or 

tgravings. . . . The work will wall paintings. We may add that the 

'operly command a hearty reception style of the commentary, which is cast in 

•om Churchmen. The foottiotes are the form of a dialogue between a parson 

'casionally most valuable, and are and some oj his parishioners, and hangs 

Iways pertinent, and the text is sure together by a slight thread of story, is 

> be popular with young folks for quiet ana sensible^ and free from exag- 

unday reading." — Standard. geration or intolerance.** — Guardian. 



5l Handy Book on the Ecclesiastical 

Dilapidations Act, 1871. With the Amendment Act, 1872. 
By Edward G. Bruton, F.R.I.B.A., Diocesan Surveyor, 
Oxford. With Analytical Index and Precedent Forms. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 5^. 
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The Bishopric of Souls. By Robert 

Wilson Evans, B.D., late Vicar of Heversham and Arch- 
deacon of Westmoreland- With an Introductory Memoir by 
Edward Bickersteth, D.D., Dean of Lichfield. With 
Portrait. Fifth Edition. Small 8vo. 5^. 6d. 

Twenty-One Tears in S. George's 

Mission. An account of its Origin, Progress, and Work of 
Charity. Witli an Appendix. By C. F. Lowder, M.A., 
Vicar of S. Peter's, London Docks. CrowTi 8vo. 6s, 

Directorium Pastorale. The Principles 

and Practice of Pastoral Work in the Church of England. By 
the Rev. John Henry Blunt, M. A., F.S. A., Editor of ** The 
Annotated Book of Common Prayer," &c. &c. New Edition, 
revised. Crown 8vo. Ts, 6d, 

" This is the third edition of a work chial clergy is Proved by the tscceptatue 

which has become deservedly popular it has already received at their hands, 

as the best extant exposition of the and no faithful parish priest^ who is 

principles and practice of the Pastoral workittr in real earnest for the exten- 

work in the Church of England, lis sion of spiritual instruction amongst 

hints and suggestions are based on all classes of his flock ^ will rise from 

practical experience, and it is further the perusal of its Pages without having 

recommended by the majority of our obtained some valuable hints as to the 

Bishops at the ordination of priests and best mode of bringing home our Church* s 

deacons.** — Standard. system to the hearts of his People.**— 

" Its Practical usefulness to the paro- National Church. 

Ars Pastoria. By Frank Parnell, M.A., 

Rector of Oxtead, near Godstone. Second Edition. Small 
8vo. 2s, , 

Instructions for the Use of Candidates 

for Holy Orders, and of the Parochial CI 2rgy ; with Acts of 
Parliament relating to the same, and Forms proposed to be 
used. By Christopher Hodgson, M.A., Secretary to the 
Governors of Queen Anne's Bounty. Ninth Edition. 8vo. 
1 6 J. 
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The Ohurch Builder : a Quarterly Journal 

of Church Extension in England and Wales. Published in 

connexion with **The Incorporated Church Building Society." 

14 Annual Volumes. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo. is, 6d. 

New Series. Enlarged. Volumes for 1876, 1877, 1878, and 

1879. ■ '3J. each. 

List of Charities, General and Diocesan, 

for the Relief of the Clergy, their Widows and Families. New 
Edition. Small 8vo. 3J. 
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The Holy Catholic Church ; its Divine 

Ideal, Ministry, and Institutions. A short Treatise. With a 
Catechism on each Chapter, forming a Course of Methodical 
Instruction on the subject By £dward Meyrick Goulburn, 
D.D., Dean of Norwich. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
6s. (>d. 

CONTENTS. 

What the Church is, and when and how it was founded— Duty of the Church 
towards those who hold to the Apostles' doctrine, in separation from the 
Apostles' fellowship — ^The Unity of the Church, and its Disruption — The 
Survey of Zion's towers, bulwarks, and palaces — The Institution of the 
Ministry, and its relation to the Church— The Holy Eucharist at its suc- 
cessive stages— On the powers of the Church in Council — The Church 
presenting, exhibiting, and defendine the Truth — The Church guiding into 
and illustrating the Truth — On the Fray er- Book as a Commentary on the 
Bible— Index. 

** Dr. Goulbutn has conferred a great ** Must Prove highly useful^ not 

boon on the Church of England by the only to young persons^ but to the 

treatise be/ore us, which vittdicates her very large class, both Churchmen and 

claim as a branch of the Catholic Dissenters, who are gainfully ignorant 

Church on the allegiance of her chil- of what the Catholic Church really is, 

dren, setting forth as he does, with andof the peculiar and fixed character 

singular decision and power, the of her institutions.^ — Rock. 

grounds of her title-deeds, and the " The catechetical questions and 

Christian character of her doctrine and answers at the end of each chapter will 

discipline. "— Standard. be useful both for teachers and learners, 

** If is present book would have been and the side-notes at the head of the 

used for an educational book even if he paragraphs are very handy." — Church 

had not invited men to make that use Times. 

of it by appending a catechism to each ** It contains a great deal of ins true- 

particular chapter, and thus founding live matter, especiallv in the catechisms 

a course of methodical instruction upon — or, as they might be called, dialogues 

his text. We have not yet come across — and is instinct with a spirit at once 

any better book for giving to Dissenters temperate and uncompromising. It is 

or to such inquirers as hold fast to Holy a good book for all who wish to under- 

Scripture. It is, we need scarcely say, stand, neitlCer blindly asserting it not 

steeped in Scripturalness, and full of being half ashamed of it, the position 

bright and suggestive interpretations of of a loyal member of the English 

particular texts. "— E nglish Church- CAwrrA."— Guardian. 

MAN. 
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Dictionary of Sects, Heresies, Ecclesias- 
tical Parties and Schools of Religious Thought. By Various 
Writers. Edited by the Rev. John Henry Blunt, M.A., 
F.S.A., Editor of the "Dictionary of Doctrinal and Historical 
Theology," the "Annotated Book of Common Prayer," &c, 
&c. Imperial 8vo. 3dr. ; or in half-morocco, 48J-. 

** IVe doubt not that the Dictionary " A whole library is condensed into 
will prove a useful work of refer- this admirable volume. All authorities 
ence : and it may claim to give in art namedy emd an invaluable index 
reasonable compass a mass of infor- is suMlied.'" — Notes and Qubries. 
fnation respecting many religious ** *r> have tested it rigidly y and in 
schools knowledge of which could pre- almost every instance we have been 
viously only be acquired from amid a satisfied with the account given under 
host of literature. The articles are the name of sects^ heresy, or ecclesi- 
written with ^eat fairness, and in astical party." — ^John Bull. 
many cases display careful scholarly " // is the fullest and most trust- 
work." — Athen^kum. worthy book of the kind that we 

**A very comprehensive and bold possess. The quantity of information 

undertaking, and is certainly executed it presents in a convenient and access- 

wiih a sufficient amount of ability ible form is enormous, and having 

and knowledge to entitle the look to once appeared, it becomes indispensable 

rank very high in Point of utility." — to the theological student." — Church 

Guardian. Times. 

** That this is a work of some learn- ** It has considerable value as a 

ing and research is a fact which copious work of reference, more espe- 

sooH becomes obvious to the reader." — daily since a list of authorities is in 

Spbctator. most cases supplied." — Examiner. 



The Doctrine of the Oliurch of England, 

as stated in Ecclesiastical Documents set forth by Authority 
of Church and State, in the Reformation Period between 1536 
and 1662. Edited by the Rev. John Henry Blunt, M.A., 
F.S.A., Editor of the ** Dictionary of Doctrinal and Historical 
Theology," the "Annotated Book of Common Prayer," &c. 
&c. 8vo. ^s. 6d, 



The Orthodox Doctrine of the Church 

of England explained in a Commentary on the Thirty-Nine 
Articles. By the Rev. T. I. Ball. With an Introduc 
tion by the Rev. W. J. E. Bennett, M.A., Vicar of Frome- 
Selwood. Crown 8vo. yj. 6d. 

m 
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Dietioiiarv of Doctidnal and Historical 

TlMniogT. Bt Vanovs Writers. Edited by the Rev. John 
Hexkt Blcxt, M.A., F.S.A., Editor of the " Annotated 
Book of OMBOftoa Pnyer," &c. &c. Second Edition, Im- 
petial Stol 42^. : or in half-iiM>rocco» 52^. 6d, 



" Wt h%jrg «^ Awti- efUs sisr *md it is imt meant that ail these remarks 

ohick n/fCirt sii xn.<rrm»Miiem affiy in iJkeir full extent to evtry 

keP9 f*tnr% ^t aii: /*»• iess mAick article. In a great Dictionary there 

tmfp h et it im am airrmmgewKemt jv ac- are iem^edticnSf as in a great house 

tfKcaK>. mitk a cumfietemess of imAnr^ there art vessels, of various kinds. 

maMtimsotiji'nfmgh^ ama vnsh am attiit^ Some of these at a future day may he 

sm the trwt^mmnu ef fvi^'emmd swfycis replaced by others more substantial in 

so great. JV Noi^Ts aaMr/Mr^/tW^ their hmld^ more proportionate in their 

tame is a imtrh e* high caliiire,hmt it is out&ne, and more elaborate in their 

tJkemem^e/a simg:e mtimd. We haoe detail But admitting all this, the 



here a anJer rtettgr of :heughi/rom a whole remains a home to which the 
greater nerietr of sides. We hjKe student will constantly recur, sure to 



herealsezhemrrho/memwhoerridemify find s^itcious chambers, substantial 
what they write ahnU, amd are furniture, and {which is ntost intpor- 



mere fref^umd {to say the tani) no stinted light.**— Church Rb- 

iemst) than the writers of the current viKW. 

Dictionaries ef Sects amd Heresses,"— *' Within the sphere it has marked 

GcARDiAK. out for itself, no equally useful booh 

•* Thus it will he obvious that it of reference exists in English for the 

takes a very much wider range than elucidation of theological problems. 



\y undertaking of the same kind in . . . Entries which display much 
our language; and that to those of our care, research, and judgment in corn- 
clergy who have not the fortune to pilation, and which will make the task 
spend in books, and would not kave of the parish priest who is brought face 
the leisure to use them if they possessed to face with any of the practical ques- 
tkem^ it will be the most serviceable tions which they involve far ecuier than 
emd reliable substitute for a large Hb- has been hitherto. The very fact that 
rary we can think of. And in many tke utterances are here and there some- 
cases, while keeping strictly within its what more guarded asul hesitating 
province as a Dictionary, it contrives than quite accords with our judgment, 
to be marvellouslf suggesHx^ of thought is a gain in so far as it protects tke 
andreflections,which a serious-minded work from the charge of inculcating 
man will take with him and ponder extreme views, and will thus secure 
oxferf or his own elaboration and future its admission in many places where 
use. We trust most sincerely that the moderation is accounted the crowning 
book may be largely used. For a pre- grace.* — Church Times. 
sent toa Clergyman on his ordination, or ' ' // will he found of admirable ser- 
from aparishsoner to hispastor, it would vice to all students of theology, as 
be' ntost appropriate. It may indeed advancing and maintaining the 
be called a box of tools for a work- Church's views on all subjects as 
ing clergyman.*" — Literary Church- fall within the range offairarguwtent 
MAN. and inquiry. It is not often that a 

** Seldom has an English work of work of so comprehensive and so pro- 
equal magnitude been so permeated found a nature is marked to the very 
with Catholic instifuis, and at the end by so many signs of Tvide and care- 
tame time seldom has a work on theo- ful research, sound criticism, andwell- 
logy been kept^ so free from the drift founded and weU-expressed bettef^ 
of rhetorical incrustation. Of course. Standard. 

' ■ — ■ 1 
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An Eirenicon of the Eighteenth. Cen- 
tury. Proposal for Catholic Communion. By a Minister of 
the Church of England. Edited by Henry Nutcombe Oxen- 
ham, M.A, New Edition. With Introduction, Appendices, 
and Notes. 8vo. los, 6i/. 

*^ His especial vterit is that of put- which have been made from time to 

ting it in ajorm sufficiently simple and time to re-establish communion between 

telling to come home to the understand- the Churc/ies." — Literary Church- 

ings of all fairly educated persons, man. 

however unversed in the technicalities ^^ All interested ift Reunion will 

of controversial divinity^ — Church 'welcome the reprint of an important 

Quarterly Review. book on this great subject. . . . It 

** Mr. Oxenham. has disinterred, certainly is the most important contri- 

and here presents to the public, an bution to the Reunion movement since 

historical curiosity. . . , To this the celebrated ' Essays,' and deserves 

treatise he has prefixed a highly-in- to be yead and Preserved by all peace- 

teres ting sketch of the various attempts makers." — Reunion Magazine. 



Apostolical Succession in the Church 

of England. By the Rev. Arthur W. Haddan, B.D., late 
Rector of Barton-on-the-Heath. New Edition. 8vo. I2s. 

" Thoroughly well written^ clear the minds of Church people. . . . 

and forcible in style, and fair in totie. We hope that our extracts will lead 

It cannot but render valuable service our readers to study Mr. Haddan for 

in placing the claims of the Church in themselves. " — Literary Churchman. 

their true light before the English *' This is not only a very able and 

public.'* — Guardian. carefully written treatise -upon the doc- 

*' A fnong the many standard theo- trine of Apostolical Succession, but it 

logical works devoted to this important is also a calm yet noble vindication oj 

subject Mr. Haddat^ s will hold a high the validity of the Anglican Orders: 

place. ** — Standard. it well sustains the brilliant reputation 

** JVe should be glad to see the volume which Mr. Haddan left behind him. at 

•widely circulated and generally read." Oxford, and it supplements his other 

— John Bull. profound historical researches in ecclesi- 

** A weighty and valuable treatise, as tical matters. This book will retnain 

and vue hope that the study of its sound for a long time the classic work upon 

and well-reasoned pages will do much English Orders." — Church Review. 

to fix the importance, and the full A very temperate and well-rea- 

meaning of the doctrine in question, in soned book." — Westminster Review. 

The Civil Power in its Eelations to the 

Church ; considered with Special Reference to the Court of 
Final Ecclesiastical Appeal in England. By the Rev. James 
Wayland Joyce, M.A., Prebendary of Hereford, and 
Examining Chaplain to the Bishop of Hereford. 8vo. \o$. Cui, 
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Tlio Theoi\\' of Development. A Ciiti- 

cijtm o( V\\ Ncwmau*s Essay on the Development of Christian 
iKvctrinc* rtrprinicil fmm '*The Christian Remembrancer," 
Jttuuarx iS47» By J» K Mozley, D.D., late Canon of Christ 
C'hutvh» A»ul Kcj;ius Pn^fessor of Divinity in the University of 
Ovfv>»\l. Cn>Nvn 8vo. $j. 

Mii^colUuiii\<, Literary and Religious. 

Uy ^HK. \Vi»KPs\voKin, I). 1 )., Hishop of Lincoln. 3 Vols. 

Tho Holy Angels : Their Nature and 

Kwployuwnts as' rt?corvieU in the Word of God. Small 8vo. 

The IViueiinil Ecclesiastical Judg- 

m«ut^ UeUvtrtil in the Court of Arches, 1867- 1875. By the 
Ki^ht IKm* Sir RoBi^rr Phillimore, D.C.L. 8vo. 12s, 

Our Motlier Ohlii^ch : being Simple Talk 

<m lli^h Topics. By Anne Msrcier. New Edition. 
Small Sw>* 3*. 6J. 

*^ H'V ki*vt m"^ fi^mt 4tcrpM « «j nur tvttlJ do in a longer notice 

^«h4 nk^^itHit v^f^ <**» i^f^ SM^/fK^t in a tktm we can i^are ike votume. No 

Ae%tlt^te*^ 44 W» ««« Mf^ t4S Mtay ^» tm^rv one can fail to comprehend the beauii- 

<^ri^i»Mi MMMAkN'^ wkiU jfet ikot'O^fkfy /nify sim^, devout, and a ppr o p riate 

pv^Mtttkikl^ it iV miftmied ^ and lan^etge in which Mrs. Mercier em- 

indmiftui^ tfhit^ttd t^ the use of bodies what she has to say; and /or 

fiHs^ VhiUf^Hiih^ r evere n t m its the facts with which she lUals she has 

^ev «W ^ring in every p^^fo taken good cetre to hetve their eiccuracy 

m¥»rhs ^karned rese^rtrht it is jhet assured,** — Standard. 

fiunr ^/ fi^m^tthensiom^ amd ejtpieuns ** The plan 0/ this pleasant-looking 

ei'fhsMstkm terms with the mccnmey took is excellent . Ittsa kind ttf Mrs. 

^«« lejsitien withifmt the oivom^panymg Marhheun on the Church of England, 

mtimets. It is to ^ he^ed that the written especially for girls, and we 

hook will attain to the lane drvuia^ shall not he intp r ise d to Jind it become 

tiom itjmst^ mi^#s.**--John Bull. afnomrite m schools. It is reedfy a 

** H^V Artrtf never seen a took fer c on x f o rsa tionalhan d hoo k tothoEn^ish 

girls ff its class tohich c omm e nd s Church*s kistory, ehc tritu , emd ritual^ 

%tse\f to us neore particularly. The con^^iledbyaverydiHgenireeuUr/rom 

author calls her work * simple talk on some of the best moeUm AngHram 

great subjects,* and calls it by a name sources,'*— IRhcusb Chvkchman. 
that describes it almost as complexly 
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After Death. An Examination of Primi- 
tive Times respecting the State of the Faithful Dead, and their 
Relationship to the Living. In Two Parts. By Herbert 
Mortimer Luckock, D.D., Canon of Ely, Principal of the 
Theological College, Examining Chaplain to the Bishop, and 
sometime Fellow of Jesus College, Cambridge. Crown 8vo. 6^". 

CONTI-J.VTS. 

Part \.—Thg State of the Faithful Dead and the Good Offices of the Living 
in their Behalf: Vincentian Canon— Value of the Testimony of the 
Primitive Fathers — The Intermediate State — Change in the Intermediate 
State— Prayers for the Dead : Reasons for our Lord's Silence on the 
Subject — Testimony of Holy Scripture —Testimony of the Cataconibs — 
Testimony of the Early Fathers -Testimony of the Primitive Liturgies — 
Prayers for the Pardon of Sins of Infirmity and the Effacement of Sinful 
Stains — Inefficacy of Prayer for those who died in wilful unrepented Sin. 

Part II.— 7%^ Good Offices of the Faithful Dead in Behalf of the Living: 
Primitive Testimony to the Intercession of the Saint— Primitive Testi- 
mony to the Invocation of the Saints — Trustworthiness of the Patristic 
Evidence for Invocation tested — The Primitive Liturgies and the Roman 
Catacombs — Patristic Opinion on the extent of the Knowledge possessed 
by the Saints -Testimony of Holy Scripture u|}on the same Subject — 
Heatific Vision not yet attained by any of the Saints— Conclusions drawn 
from the foregoing Testimony. 

Out of the Body. A Scriptural Inquiry. 

By the Rev. James S. Pollock, M.A., Incumbent of S. 
Alban's, Birmingham. Crown 8vo. ^s, 

CONTENTS. 

Introduction — Scope of the Inquiry — The Presentiment — The Anticipation — The 
Departure— The Life of the Body— The Life of the Spirit— Dream-Life- - 
The Spirit-World — Spirit-Groups— Helping one another — Limits of Com- 
munication — Spiritual Manifestations. 

Prophecies and the Prophetic Spiiit 

in the Christian Era : an Historical Essay. By John J. 
IGN. Von Dollinger, D.D., D.C.L. Translated, with 
Introduction, Notes, and Appendices, by the Rev. Alfred 
Plummer, M.A., Master of University College, Durham, 
late Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford. 8vo. lOJ. 6d, 

Lectures on the Eeunion of the 

Churches. By John J. Ign. Von Dollinger, D.D., D.C.L. 
Authorized Translation, with Preface by Henry Nutcombe 
OxBNHAM, M.A., late Scholar of Balliol College, Oxford. 
Crown 8vo. $s, 
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Sermons Preached before the Univer- 
sity of Oxford. (Second Series, i860- 1 879. ) By Henry Parry 
LiDDON, D.D., D.C.L., Canon of St. Paul's, and Ireland 
Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford. Crown 

8vo. 5s. 

CONTENTS. 

Prejudice and Experience— Humility and Truth — Import of Faith in a Creator 
— Worth of Faith in a Life to Come— Influences of the Holy Spirit- 
Growth ^ in the Apprehension of Truth — The Life of Faith and the 
Athanasian Creed — Christ's Service and Public Opinion— Christ in the 
Storm — Sacerdotalism — The Prophecy of the Magnificat — The Fall of 
Jericho— The Courage of Faith — The Curse on Meroz — The Gospel and 
the Poor — Christ and Human Law. 

Sermons Preached before the Univer- 
sity of Oxford. (First Series, 1859-1868.) By Henry Parry 
LiDDON, D.D., D.C.L., Canon of St. Paul's, and Ireland 
Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford. Sixth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 5j. 

CONTENTS. 

God and the Soul — The Law of Progress — ^The Honour of Humanity — The 
Freedom of the Spirit — Immortality — Humility and Action — ^The Conflict 
of Faith with undue Exaltation of Intellect — Lessons of the Holy Manger 
— The Divine Victim — The Risen Life — Our Lord's Ascension, the 
Church's Gain — Faith in a Holy Ghost — The Divine Indwelling a motive 
to Holiness. 

Some Elements of Eeligion. Lent 

Lectures. By Henry Parry Liddon, D.D., D.C.L., Canon 
of St. Paul's, and Ireland Professor of Exegesis in the Univer- 
sity of Oxford. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

CONTENTS. 

The Idea of Religion— God, the Object of Religion — The Subject of Religion, 
the Soul— The Obstacle to Religion, Sin— Prayer, the Characteristic 
action of Religion — The Mediator, the Guarantee of Religious Life. 
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The Divinity of our Lord and Saviour 

Jesus Christ. Being the Bampton Lectures for 1866. 
By Henry Parry Liddon, D.D., D.C.L., Canon of St. 
Paul's, and Ireland Professor of Exegesis in the University of 
Oxford. Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

Church. Doctrine and Spiritual Life. 

Sermons preached in the Chapel of Lincoln's Inn. By F. C. 

Cook, M.A., Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen, Canon of 

Exeter, Preacher to the Honourable Society of Lincoln's Inn. 

Crown 8vo. *js. 6d. 

CONTENTS. 

The Law given by Moses— Grace and Tnith in Jesus Christ — Baptismal Fire — 
Baptism in One Body— Hidden Life— The Manifested Life— Sabbatic 
Rest— The Dignity of Prayer— The Efficacy of Prayer— Unity of the 
Church— Christ Draweth all Men — Spiritual Resurrection — The Past 
Required — The Intermediate State — Ministering Spirits- -The Holjr Spirit 
as Reprover — The Holy Trinity — Testimony of the Church in the 
Athanasian Creed — First Meeting of St. Peter and St. Paul at Jerusalem 
— Clement of Rome, Witness to the Faith of the Early Church—Justin 
Martyr, Witness to the Power of Life in the Early Church — Justin ^^rtyr, 
Witness to the Gospels and to Eucharistic Worship— Justin Martyr, Witness 
to Eucharistic Doctrine— St. Athanasius, Witness to the Permanency of 
Eucharistic Doctrine — Hilary of Poictiers, Witness to the Unity of Doc- 
trine and of Spiritual Life in the Early Church. 

Pleadings for Christ. Being Sermons, 

Doctrinal and Practical, preached in St. Andrew's Church, 
Liverpool. By William Lefroy, M. A. , Incumbent. Crown 
8vo. 6s. 

Warnings of the Holy Week, &c. Being 

a Course of Parochial Lectures for the Week before Easter 
and the Easter Festivals. By the Rev. W. Adams, M.A., 
Author of "Sacred Allegories," &c. Seventh Edition. 
Small 8vo. 4J. 6d. 

CONTENTS. 

The Warning given at Bethany — The Warning of the Day of Excitement — The 
Warning of the Day of Chastisement— The Warning of the Fig Tree— The 
Wamine of Judas — The Warning of Pilate— The Warning of the Day of 
Rest — The Signs of Our Lord's Presence — The Rem^y for Anxious 
Thoughts — Comfort under Despondency. 

J . _ — _ - 
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Sermons on the Epistles and Gospels 

for the Sundays aiid Holy Days throughout the Year. By the 
Rev. Isaac Williams, B.D., Author of a ** Devotional Com. 
mentary on the Gospel Narrative." New Edition. 2 Vok 
Crown 8vo. ^s. each. Sold separately. 

CONTENTS OF VOL. I. 

The King of Salem— The Scriptures bearing Witness — ^The Church bearing 
Witness — The Spirit bearing Witness— The Adoption of Sons — Love 
strong as l>eath — The Love which passeth Knowledge — Of » such is the 
Kingiloin of Heaven — The Spirit of Adoption — The Old and the New 
^Lln— The Day Star in the Heart — Obedience the best Sacrifice — The 
Meekness and Gentleness of Christ — The Faith that overcometh the 
World - Our Refuge in Public Troubles — Light and Safety in Love— 
The Great Manifestation — Perseverance found in Humility — Bringing 
forth Fruit with Patience — The most excellent Gift — The Call to Re- 
pentance—The accepted Time — Perseverance in Prayer — The Unclean 
Spirit returning— The Penitent refreshed — Our Life in the Knowledge 
ox God — The Mind of Christ — The Triumph of the Cross — The Man of 
Sorrows— The Great Sacrifice — The Memorial of the Great Sacrifice — 
The Fulfilment— Buried with Christ— The Power of Christ risen — Walk- 
ing in Newness of Life — Belief in the Resurrection of Christ — The Faith 
that overcometh the World — Following the Lamb of God — A little while 
— The Giver of all Good — Requisites of effectual Prayer — ^Ascending 
with Christ — The Days of Expectation — They shall waUc with Me in 
\Vliite — The Holy Spirit and Baptism — Let all Things be done in order. 

CONTENTS OF VOL. II. 

The Door opened in Heaven— Love the mark of God's Children — The Gospel a 
Feast of Love — The Lost Sheep — Mercy the best preparation for Judg- 
ment—The peaceable ordering of the World— Brotherly Love and the Life 
in Christ— The Bread which God giveth— By their Fruits ye shall know 
them — Looking forward, or Divine Covetousness — The Day of Visitation— 
The Prayer of the Penitent- Weakness of Faith — Love the fulfilling of the 
Law— Thankfulness the Life of the Regenerate — My Beloved is Mine and 
I am His— The Knowledge which is Life Eternal— The Sabbath of Christ 
found in Meekness — Christ is on the Right Hand of God — ^The Forgive- 
ness of Sins— Love and Joy in the Spirit — ^The Warfare and the Armour of 
Saints— The Love of Christians — The Earthly and Heavenly Citizenship- 
Mutual Intercessions— Gleanings after Harvest — Bringing unto Christ- 
Slowness in believing — Grace not given in Vain — ^The Refiner's Fire — The 
Lost Crown — Faith in the Incarnation — Value of an Inspired Gospel — The 
severe and social Virtues — Go and do thou likewise — Joy at hearing the 
Bridegroom's Voice — The Strength of God in Man's Weakness — Hidden 
with Christ in God— Do good, hoping for nothing again — The good ex- 
change — War in Heaven — Healing and Peace — The Sacrament of Union— 
They which shall be accounted Worthy. 
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Sermons S3 

Selection, adapted to the Seasons of 

the Ecclesiastical Year, from the ** Parochial and Plain Ser- 
mons" of John Henry Newman, B.D., sometime Vicar of 
St. Mary's, Oxford. Edited by the Rev. W. J. Copeland, 
B.D., Rector of Farnham, Essex. Crown 8 vo. 5J. 

CONTENTS. 
Advent: — Self-denial the Test of Religious Earnestness — Divine Calls — The 
Ventures of Faith — Watching. Christmas Day : — Religious Joy. New 
Yearns Sunday : — The Lapse of Time. Epiphany : — Remembrance of 
Past Mercies — Equanimity — The Immortality of the Soul — Christian 
Manhood — Sincerity and Hypocrisy — Christian Sympathy. Septua- 
gesima: — Present Blessings. Scxagesiina: — Endurance the Christian's 
Portion. Quinquagesitna : — Love the One Thing Needful. Lent'. — The 
Individuality of the Soul — Life the Season of Repentance — Bodily Suffer- 
ing — Tears of Christ at the Grave of Lazarus — Christ's Privations a 
Meditation for Christians — The Cross of Christ the Measure of the World. 
Good Friday : — The Crucifixion. Easter Day : — Keeping Fast and 
Festival. Easter-Tide : — Witnesses of the Resurrection — A Particular 
Providence as Revealed in the Gospel — Christ Manifested in Remembrance 
— The Invisible World — Waiting for Christ. Ascension : — Warfare the 
Condition of Victory. Sunday after Ascension : — Rising with Christ. 
Whitsunday : — The Weapons of Saints. Trinity Sunday : — The 
Mysteriousness of our Present Being. Sundays after Trinity : — Holiness 
Necessary for Future Blessedness — The Religious Use of Excited Feel- 
ings—The Self-wise Inquirer — Scripture a Record of Human Sorrow — 
The Danger of Riches — Obedience without Love, as instanced in the 
Character of Balaam — Moral Consequences of Single Sins— The Greatness 
and Littleness of Human Life — Moral Effects of Communion with God — 
The Thought of God the Stay of the Soul— The Power of the Will— The 
Gospel Palaces — Religion a Weariness to the Natural Man — The World 
our Enemy — The Praise of Man — Religion Pleasant to the Religious — 
Mental Prayer — Curiosity a Temptation to Sin — Miracles no Remedy for 
Unbelief — Jeremiah : a Lesson for the Disappointed — The Shepherd of 
our Souls — Doing Glory of God in Pursuits of the World. 

" The selection has been made rvith ous; and these semtons, composed in the 

great Judgment, and the volume, vigour of his years, are marked with 

•which is daintily printed, has thus a the rarest grandeur and breadth of 

very special value** — Church Times. thought, and can be read with profit 

*' The publishers of the present vol- and pleasure by all, the religious for 

ume have gathered together in a cheap their prof outid piety, and by the student 

and cottvenient form a series of Dr. of English for their purity of diction'^ 

Newman's earliest sermons, preac/ied — Morning Post. 

before he entered the Latin Church. ** Those who, like ourselves, have 

These sermons are, of course, masterly, long used and valued the eight volumes 

and, as they are not doctrinal, can be of Dr. Newman's Parochial Sermons, 

read with profit and pleasure by those will be first to rejoice that a * Selection ' 

who belong to the past as well as to of about fifty sermons has been made, 

the present creed of the learned doctor, and issued in a handsome volume.'* 

The selection consists, with few ex- — Literary Churchman. 

ceptions, of sermons for the most im- *^ Most of the subjects treated of are 

portant Church Festivals of the Year, practical, and it is not necessary to say 

and will be found admirably adapted how they are treated by such a master 

for reading in the various seasons as as John Henry Newman. It is but 

they pass. To praise the noble Ian- fair to add that the selection seems to 

guage of Dr. NewTuan, an acknowledged keep steadily clear of matter suggestive 

master of English^ would be superflu- of polemics.** — Freeman's Iqu«lkm-, 

antr at ®xtatts uxCts <&ik\c^^^ 
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Pai'ocliial and Plain Sermons. By John 

Henry Newman, B.D., formerly Vicar of St. Mary*s, Oxford. 
Edited by the Rev. W. J. Copeland, B.D., Rector of 
Famham, Essex. New Edition. 8 Vols. Crown 8vo. 5/. 
each. Sold separately. 

CONTENTS OF VOL, I. 

Holiness necessary for Future Blessedness— The Immortality of the Soul- 
Knowledge of God's Will without Obedience— Secret Truths — Self-denial 
the Test of Religious Earnestness — The Spiritual Mind — Sins of Ignorance 
and Weakness— God's Commandments not grievous — ^The Religious use 
of exalted Feeling^s — Profession without Practice-j-Profession without 
Hypocrisy — Profession without Ostentation — Promising without Doing- 
Religious Emotion — Relinous Faith Rational — The Christian Mysteries— 
The Self- wise Inquirer — Obedience the Remedy for Religious Perplexity 
— Times of Private Prayer — Forms of Private Prayer — ^The Resurrection 
of the Body— Witnesses of the Resurrection — Christian Reverence— The 
Religion of the Day — Scripture a Record of Human Sorrow — Christian 
Manhood. 

CONTENTS OF VOL. II. 

The World's Benefactors — Faith without Sight— The Incarnation — Martyrdom 
—Love of Relations and Friends — The Mind of Little Children — Cere- 
monies of the Church — The Glory of the Christian Church — His Conver- 
sion viewed in Reference to His Office — Secrecy and Suddenness of Divine 
Visitations— Divine Decrees — ^The Reverence due to Her — Christ, a 
Quickening Spirit — Saving Knowledge — Self-contemplation — Religious 
Cowardice — The Gospel Witnesses— Mysteries in Religion — The Indwell- 
ing Spirit — The Kingdom of the Saints — ^The Gospel, a Trust committed 
to us— Tolerance <m Religious Error — Rebuking Sin — ^The Cluristian 
Ministry— Human Responsibility — Guilelessness — ^The Danger of Riches— 
The Powers of Nature — The Danger of Accomplishments— Christian Zeal 
~Use of Saints' Days. 

CONTENTS OF VOL. III. 

Abraham and Lot — Wilfulness of Israel in rejecting Samuel— Saul — Early years 
of David— Teroboam — Faith and Ooedience — Christian Repentance- 
Contracted Views in Religion — A particular Providence as revealed in 
the Gospel — Tears of Christ at the Grave of Lazarus— Bodily Suffering— 
The Humiliation of the Eternal Son—Jewish Zeal a Pattern to Christians 
— Submission to Church Authority— Contest between Truth and False- 
hood in the Church — The Church Visible and Invisible — The Visible 
Church an Encouragement to Faith — The Gift of the Spirit — Regenerating 
Baptism— Infant Baptism— The Daily Service— The Good Part of Mary- 
Religious Worship a Remedy for Excitements — Intercession — ^The Inter- 
mediate State. 

CONTENTS OF VOL. IV. 

The Strictness of the Law of Christ — Obedience without Love, as instanced in 
the Character of Balaam — Moral Consequences of Single Sins — ^Accept- 
ance of Religious Privileges compulsory — Reliance on Religious Observ- 
ances — The Individuality of the Soul— Chastisement amid Mercy — Peace 
and Toy amid Chastisement— The State of Grace— The Visible Church 
for the sake of the Elect — The Communion of Sunts — ^The Churdi a 
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NEWMAN'S PAROCHIAL AND PLAIN SERMONS— 
Continued, 

Home for the Lonely — ^The Invisible World — The Greatness and Little- 
ness of Human Life — Moral Effects of Communion with God — Christ 
Hidden from the World — Christ Manifested in Remembrance — The Gain- 
saying of Korah — The Mysteriousness of our Present Being — The Ventures 
of Faith — Faith and Love — Watching — Keeping Fast and Festival. 

CONTENTS OF VOL. V. 

Worship, a Preparation for Christ's Coming — Reverence, a Belief in God's 
Presence — Unreal Words — Shrinking from Christ's Coming — Equanimity — 
Remembrance of past Mercies — The Mystery of Godliness — The State of 
Innocence — Christian Sympathy — Righteousness not of us, but in us — The 
Law of the Spirit— The New Works of the Gospel— The State of Salva- 
tion — Transgressions and Infirmities — Sins of Infirmity — Sincerity and 
Hypocrisy — The Testimony of Conscience — Many called, few chosen — 
Present Blessings — Endurance, the Christian's portion — Affliction a School 
of Comfort — The thought of God, the stay of the Soul— Love the one thing 
needful— The Power of the Will. 

CONTENTS OF VOL. VI. 

Fasting, a Source of Trial— Life^ the Season of Repentance — Apostolic Absti- 
nence, a Pattern for Christians — Christ's Privations, a Meditation for 
Christians — Christ the Son of God made Man — The Incarnate Son, a 
Sufferer and Sacrifice — The Cross of Christ the Measure of the World — 
Difficulty of realizing Sacred Privileges — The Gospel Sign addressed to 
Faith — ^The Spiritual Presence of Christ in the Church — The Eucharistic 
Presence — Faith the Title for Justification — Judaism of the present day — 
The Fellowship of the Apostles — Rising with Christ — ^Warfare the Condi- 
tion of Victory — Waiting for Christ — Subjection of the Reason and Feel- 
ings to the Revealed m)rd — The Gospel Palaces — ^The Visible Temple — 
Offerings " for the Sanctuary — The Weapons of Saints — Faith without 
Demonstration— The Mystery of the Holy Trinity — Peace in Believing. 

CONTENTS OF VOL. VII. 

The Lapse of Time — Religion, a Weariness to the Natural Man — The World 
our Enemy — The Praise of Men — Temporal Advantages — The Season of 
Epiphany— The Duty of Self-denial- The Yoke of Christ— Moses the 
Type of Christ — The Crucifixion — Attendance on Holy Communion— 
The Gospel Feast — Love of Religion, a new Nature — Religion pleasant 
to the Religious — Mental Prayer — Infant Baptism— The Unity of the 
Church — Steadfastness in the Old Paths. 

CONTENTS OF VOL. VIII. 

Reverence in Worship— Divine Calls— The Trial of Saul— The Call of David- 
Curiosity a Temptation to Sin — Miracles no remedy for Unbelief — Josiah, 
a Pattern for the Ignorant — Inward_ Witness to the Truth of the Gospel — 
Jeremiah, a Lesson for the Disappointed — Endurance of the World's Cen- 
sure — Doing Glory to God in Pursuits of the World — Vanity of Human 
Glory— Truth hidden when not sought after — Obedience to God the Way 
to Faith in Christ — Sudden Conversions — The Shepherd of our Souls — 
Religious Joy — Ignorance of Evil. 
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Lectures on the Doctrine of Justifica- 
tion. By John Henry Newman, B.D., sometime Fellow 
of Oriel College, Oxford. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 5J. 

CONTENTS. 

Faith considered as the Instrument of Justification — Love considered as the 
Formal Cause of Justification— Primary Sense of the term Justification- 
Secondary Senses of the term Justification — Misuse of the term Just or 
Righteous— On the Gift of Righteousness — The Characteristics of the 
Gift of Righteousness — Righteousness viewed as a Gift and as a Quality- 
Righteousness the Fruit of our Lord's Resurrection — The Office of Justify- 
ing Faith — The Nature of Justifying Faith — Faith viewed relatively to 
Rites and Works — On preaching the Gospel — Appendix. 

Sermons Bearing upon Subjects of the 

Day. By John Henry Newman, B.D., sometime Fellow 
of Oriel College, Oxford. Edited by the Rev. W. J. 
COPELAND, B.D., Rector of Famham, Essex. New Edition. 

Crown 8vo. 5^. 

CONTENTS. 
The Work of the Christian — Saintliness not forfeited by the Penitent — Our 
Lord's Last Supper and His First — Dangers to the Penitent — The Three 
Offices of Christ — Faith and Experience — Faith and the World — The 
Church and the World — Indulgence in Religious Privileges — Connection 
between Personal and Public Improvement — Christian Nobleness — ^Joshua, 
a Type of Christ and His Followers — Elisha, a Type of Christ and His 
Followers — The Christian Church a continuation of the Jewish — The 
Principle of continuity between the Jewish and Christian Churches— The 
Christian Church an Imperial Power — Sanctity the Token of the Christian 
Empire — Condition of the Members of the Christian Empire — The Apos- 
tolical Christian — Wisdom and Innocence — Invisible Presence of Christ- 
Outward and Inward Notes of the Church — Grounds for Steadfastness in 
our Religious Profession — Elijah the Prophet of the Latter Days — Feast- 
ing in Captivity — The Parting of Friends. 

Fifteen Sermons preached before the 

University of Oxford, between A. D. 1826 and 1843. By John 
Henry Newman, B.D., sometime Fellow of Oriel College, 
Oxford. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

CONTENTS. 
The Philosophical Temper first enjoined by the Gospel — The Influence of Natura 
and Revealed Religion respectively — Evangelical Sanctity the Perfection 
of Natural Virtue — The Usurpations of Reason — Personal Influence, the 
means of Propagating the Truth — Our Justice, as a Principle of Divine 
Governance — Contest between Faith and Light — Human Responsibility, 
as Independent of Circumstances — Wilfulness the Sin of Saul — Faith and 
Reason, contrasted as Habits of Mind — The Nature of Faith in Relation 
to Reason — Love the Safeguard of Faith against Superstition— Implicit 
and Explicit Reason — Wisdom, as contrasted with Faith and with Bigotry 
— The Theory of Developments in Religious Doctrine. 



Sermons 57 

The Catholic Saciiflce. Sermons Preached 

at All Saints, Margaret Street By the Rev. Berdmore 

COMPTON, M. A., Vicar of All Saints, Margaret Street Crown 

8vo. $s. 

CONTENTS. 

The Eucharistic Life— The Sacrifice of Sweet Savour— The Pure OflFering— 
The Catholic Oblation — The Sacrificial Feast — ^The Preparation for the 
Eucharist — The Introductory Office — The Canon — Degrees of Apprehen- 
sion—The Fascination of Christ Crucified — The Shewbread — Consecra- 
tion of Worship and Work — Water, Blood, Wine — The Blood of Sprinkling 
— The Mystery of Sacraments— The Oblation of Gethsemane — Offertory 
and Tribute Money. 

The Saymgs of the Great Forty Days, 

between the Resurrection and Ascension, r^arded as the 
Outlines of the Kingdom of God. In Five Discourses. With 
an Examination of Dr. Newman's Theory of Development. 
By George Moberly, D.C.L., Bishop of Salisbury. Fifth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. ^s. 

Plain Sermons, preached at Brighstone. 

By George Moberly, D.C.L., Bishop of Salisbury. Third 
Ekiition. Crown 8vo. $s, 

CONTENTS. 

Except a Man be Bom again— The Lord with the Doctors— The Draw-Net — 
will lay me down in Peace — Ye have not so learned Christ — Trinity 
Sunday — My Flesh is Meat indeed — The Com of Wheat dying and multi- 
plied — The Seed Com springing to new Life — I am the Way, the Truth, 
and the Life — The Ruler of the Sea — Stewards of the Mysteries of God — 
Ephphatha — The Widow of Nain — Josiah's Discovery of the Law — ^The 
Invisible World : Angels — Prayers, especially Daily Prayers — They all with 
one consent began to make excuse — Ascension Day — ^I'he Comforter — Tht 
Tokens of the Spirit— Elijah's Warning, Fathers and Children — Thou 
shalt see them no more for ever — Baskets full of Fragments — Harvest — The 
Marriage Supper of the Lamb — The Last Judgment. 



Sennons preached at Wmchester Col- 
lege. By George Moberly, D.C.L., Bishop of Salisbury. 
2 Vols. Small 8vo. 6s. 6d. each. Sold separately. 
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Sermons, Parochial and Occasional. 

By J. B. MozLEY, D.D., late Canon of Christ Church, and 

Regius Professor of Divinity in the University of Oxford 

Crown 8vo. ^s. 6d. 

CONTENTS. 

The Right Eye and the Right Hand— Temptation treated as Opportunity— The 
Influences of Habit on Devotion — Thought for the Morrow — The Relief of 
Utterance— Seeking a Sign— David Numberiug the People — The Heroism 
of Faith — Proverbs— The Teaching of Events — Growing Worse— Our 
Lord the Sacrifice for Sin— The Parable of the Sower — The Religious En- 
joyment of Nature— The Threefold Office of the Holy Spirit— Wisdom 
and Folly Tested by Experience — Moses, a Leader— The Unjust Steward 
— Sowing to the Spirit — True Religion a Manifestation — St. Paul's Exal- 
tation of Labour— Jeremiah's Witness against Idolatry — Isaiah's Estimate 
of Worldly Greatness— The Shortness'of Life— The Endless State of Being 
—The Witness of the Apostles — Life a Probation — Christian Mysteries 
the Common Heritage — Our Lord's Hour— Fear — The Educating Power 
of Strong Impressions— The Secret Justice of Temporal Providence- 
Jacob as a Prince Prevailing with God. 
** His sermons are the solemn and by all such this further instalment of 
piercing rejlectiotis of a man who Dr. MozleVs sermons will be wel- 
iniently scrutinizes the world and corned. They will be of great use to 
God's dealings with it for the spiritual the clergy in the preparation of their 
benefit of himself and others. The own discourses ; they will be of still 
poetry of his sermons is U7t sought for^ greater use to them if read and studied 
atid results^ where it exists^ from a privately by way of tnental discipline'^ 
desire to give adequate expression to —Literary Churchman. 
an intense appreciation of what is in ** IVe may say at once^ ani after 
itself elevated and astonishing; atid reading nearly every Pag* of it, that 
if he is thus lifted into simile or meta- there is not 07te sertnon her* devoid of 
phor^ it is because he is at a loss to interest^ and there is not one which 
convey in any other way the height or does not bear the same stamp which 
deHh or breadth of ivhat he sees.'* — was impressed upon the great Univer- 

GuARDiAN. sity Series No man can read 

" All who have read the ' University these sermons without feeling his con- 
SermoTis,' or the volume entitled the science stirred and cleared^ and if he 
"Ruling Ideas as in the Eat ly Ages,' has zny good in him^ without feeling 
of the late Dr. Mozley, are aware with his will braced for fresh efforts.'*— 
what unusual profundity and origin- Church Bells. 
ality of thought they are marked; and 

Seven Addresses delivered at S. 

Paul's Cathedral at the Mid-Day Service, Good Friday, 1879. 

By V. S. S. Coles, M.A., Rector of Shepton Beauchamp. 

Small 8vo. is. 

CONTENTS. 

Forgiveness of Sin, the First Great Need— True Prayer, the Means of Forgive- 
ness—Privilege of Forgiven Souls— Suffering of the Human Soul— Suffer- 
ing of the Human Body— Perseverance in Effort— Trust in God. 
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Sermons preached before the Uni- 
versity of Oxford, and on various occasions. By J. B. Mozley, 
D.D., late Canon of Christ Church, and Regius Professor 
of Divinity, Oxford. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. *js, 6d. 



CONTENTS. 

The Roman Council — The Pharisees— Eternal Life — The Reversal of Human 
Judgment — War — Nature — The Work of the Spirit on the Natural Man 
— ^The Atonement — Our Duty to Equals — The Peaceful Temper — The 
Strength of Wishes — The unspoken Judgment of Mankind — The true test 
of Spiritual Birth — ^Ascension Day — Gratitude — The Principle of Emula- 
tion — Religion the First Choice — ^The Influence of Dogmatic Teaching on 
Education. 



** There are sermons in it luhichffor 
petutrating insight into the mysteries 
and anomalies of human character ^ 
its power of holding together strange 
opposites^ its capacity for combination, 
for disguise, and unconscious trans/or- 
mation, are as wonderful, it may 
almost be said as terrible, in their 
revelations and suggestions as are to 
be found anywhere. There are four 
sermons, one on the * Pharisees,' one on 
* Eternal Life,* one on the * Reversal 
of Human yudgment,' the fourth on 
the ' Unspoken yudgment oj Man- 
kind,' which must almost make an 
epoch in the thought and history of 
any one who reads them, and really 
takes in what they say. There is in 
them a kind of Shakspearian mixture 
of subtlety of remark with boldness and 
directness of phrase, and with a grave, 
pathetic irony, which is not often cha- 
racteristic of such compositions." — 

TiMBS. 

** These are unusually remarkable 
sermons. They are addressed to edu- 
cated, reflective, and, in some cases, 
philosophical readers, and they exhibit, 
by turns or in combination, high philo- 
sophical power, a piercing appreciation 
of human motives, vivid conceptions^ 
and a great power of clothing those 
conceptions in the language of tren- 
chant aphorism, or lofty, earnest 
poetry. "—Guardian. 



" A new gleam of religious genius. 
. . . Keen simplicity and reality in 
the way of putting things is character- 
istic of these sermons of Dr. Mozley' s, 
but not less characteristic of them — 
and this is what shows that the Chris- 
tian faith has in him appealed to a 
certain original faculty of the kind 
which we call ^genius ' — is the instinc- 
tive sympathy which he seems to have 
with the subtler shades of Christ's 
teaching, so as to make it suddenly 
seem new to us, as well as more won- 
derful than ever." — Spectator. 

** The volume possesses intrinsic 
merits so remarkable as to be almost 
unique. . . . There is scarcely a ser- 
mon in it which does not possess elo- 
quence, in a very true sense, of a high 
order. But it is the eloquence not so 
much of language as of thought. It 
is the eloquence of concentration, oj 
vigorous grasp, ^delicate irony, of 
deep but subdued pathos, of subtle deli- 
cacy^ of touch, OJ broad strong sense ; 
it impresses the mind rather than 
strikes the ear. We cannot help feel- 
ing, as we read, not only that the 
Preacher means what he sa^s, but that 
he has taken pains to think out his 
meaning, and has applied to the pro- 
cess the whole energy and resources of 
no common intellect." — Saturday 
Rbvibw. 
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Sermons. By Henry Melvill, B.D., late 

Canon of St. Paul's, and Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen. 
New Edition. 2 Vols. Crown 8vo. 5j. each. Sold separately. 

CONTENTS OF VOL. /. 

The First Prophecy — Christ the Minister of the Church — The Impossibility of 
Creature-Merit — The Humiliation of the Man Christ Jesus — The Doctrine 
of the Resurrection viewed in. connection with that of the Soul's Im- 
mortality — The Power of Wickedness and Righteousness to reproduce 
themselves — The Power of Religion to strengthen the Human Intellect — 
The Provision made by God for the Poor — St. Paul^ a Tent-Maker — ^The 
Advaiitages of a state of Expectation — Truth as it is in Jesus — ^The Dif- 
ficulties of Scripture. 

CONTENTS OF VOL. II. 

Jacob's Vision and Vow — The continued Agency of the Father and the Son— The 
Resurrection of Dry Bones — Protestantism and Popery — Christianity a 
Sword — The Death of Moses — The Ascension of Chnst — The Spirit upon 
the Waters — The Proportion of Grace to Trial— Pleading before the Moun- 
tains — Heaven — God s Way in the Sanctuary. 

** Every one who can remetnber the well-weighed words ^ ceUm and keen 

days when Canon Melvill was the logic ^ Mid solemn devoutness^ mark 

preacher of the day, will be glad to see the whole series of masterly discourses, 

thesefour-and-twentyofhissermotisso which embrace some of the chief doC' 

nicely reproduced. His Sermons were trines of the Church, and set them forth 

all the result of real study and genuine in clear and Scriptural strength.*^— 

reading, with far more theology in them^ Standard. 

than those of tnany who make much " The Sermons abound in thought, 

more profession of theology. There are and the thoughts are couched Jn English 

servtons here which we can Personally which is at once elegant in construe- 

remember ; it has been a pleasure to us tion and easy to read." — Church 

to be reminded of them, and we are Times. 

glad to see them brought before the Pre- ' ' Henry MelvilVs intellect was large, 

sent generation. We hope that they his imagination brilliant, his arehur 

may be studied, for they deserve it intense, and his style strong, fervid, 

thoroughly." — Litbrarv Churchman, and ptcturesque. Often he seemed to 

** The Sermons of Canon Melvill, glow with the inspiration of a prophet.** 

now republished in two handy volumes, — ^American Quarterly Church Rb- 

need only to be mentioned to be sure of view. 
a hearty welcome. Sound learning. 

Lectures delivered at St. Margaret's, 

Lothbury. By Henry Melvill, B.D., late Canon of St. 
Paurs, and Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen. New Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 5j. 

CONTENTS. 

The Return of the Dispossessed Spirit— Honey from the Rock — Easter— The 
Witness in Oneself— The Apocrypha— A Man a Hiding-place— The 
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MELVILL'S LOTHBURY l.ECT\J RES— Continued. 

Hundredfold Recompense — The Life more than Meat— Issuah's Vision — 
St. John the Baptist — Building the Tombs of the Prophets — Manifestation 
of the Sons of God — St. Paul's Determination — The Song of Moses and 
the Lamb— The Divine Longsuffering — Sowing the Seed — The Great 
Multitude — ^The Kinsman Redeemer — St. Barnabas — Spiritual Decline. 

Sermons on Certain of the Less 

Prominent Facts and References in Sacred Story. By Henry 
Melvill, B.D., late Canon of St. Paul's, and Chaplain in 
Ordinary to the Queen. New Edition. 2 Vols. Crown 8vo. 
5 J. each. Sold separately. 

CONTENTS OF VOL, I. 

The Faith of Joseph on his Death-bed — Angels as Remembrancers — ^The Burning 
of the Magical Books — The Parting Hymn — Caesar's Household — The 
Sleepless Night— The Well of Bethlehem— The Thirst of Christ— The 
second Delivery of the Lord's Prayer — Peculiarities in the Miracle in the 
Coasts of Decapolis — The Latter Rain — The Lowly Errand —Nehemiah 
before Artaxerxes — ^Jabez. 

CONTENTS OF VOL. II. 

The Young Man in the Linen Cloth — The Fire on the Shore— The Finding the 
Guest-Chamber— The Spectre's Sermon a truism — Various Opinions — The 
Misrepresentations of Eve— Seeking, after Finding — The Bird's Nest — 
Angels our Guardians in trifles — The appearance of failure — Simon the 
Cyrenian — The power of the Eye — Pilate's Wife — Examination of Cain. 

** We are glad to see this new edition two of them occupied entirely with his 
of what we have always considered to sertnons on subjects of this class — are 
be MelviWs best sermons, because in before us. His preaching was unique. 
them we have his best thoughts. . . . He selected for the fnost part texts that 
Many of these sermons are the strong- are not frequently treated, and when 
est arguments yet adducedfor internal he chose those of a more ordinary char- 
evidence of the veracity of the Scrip- acter, he generally presented them in a 
tural narratives.** — Standard. new light, and elicited from them, some 

** Unusually interesting. .... truth which would not have suggested 

No one can read these sermons without itself to any other preacher. He was 

deriving instruction from them, with- singularly ingenious in some of his 

out being compelled to acknowledge coticeptions, and wonderfully forcible 

thai new light has been cast for him and impressive in his mode ofdevelop- 

on numerous passages of Scripture, ing and applying them.** — Noncon- 

•which he must henceforth read with formist. 

greater intelligence and greater in- ** The publishers of these well-known, 

terest than before.** — Edinburgh abnost classic sertnons, have conferred 

CoURANT. a boon on all lovers of our pulpit liter- 

** For skill in developing the ature by this beautiful, portable eaition 

significance of the less prominent of some of the most brilliant and origi- 

facts of Holy Scripture * no one could nal discourses that have been delivered 

compete with the late Canon Melvill, to this generation** — British Quar. 

four volumes of whose discourses — terly Review. 
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Selection from the Sermons preached 

during the Latter Years of his Life, in the Parish Church of 
Barnes, and in the Cathedral of St Paul's. By Henry 
Melvill, B.D., late Canon of St. Paul's, and Chaplain in 
Ordinary to the Queen. New Edition. 2 Vols. Crown 8yo. 
5^. each. Sold separately. 

CONTENTS OF VOL. I. 

The Parity of the consequences of Adam's Transgression and Christ's Death— 
The Song of Simeon — The Days of Old — Omissions of Scripture — ^The 
Madman in Sport— Peace, Peace, when there is no Peace — A very lovely 
Song — This is that King Ahaz — Ariel — New Wine and Old Bottles— 
Demas — Michael and the Devil — The Folly of Excessive Labour— St 
Paul at Philippi — Believing a Lie — The Prodigal Son — ^The Foolishness 
of Preaching — Knowledge and Sorrow — The Unjust Steward — The Man 
bom blind. 

CONTENTS OF VOL. II. 

Rejoicing as in Spoil — Satan a Copyist — The binding the Tares into 
Bundles — Two walking together — Agreeing with the Adversary — God 
speaking to Moses — Hoping in Mercy — Faith as a Grain of Mustard 
Seed— Mary's Recompense — War in Heaven — Glory into Shame — The 
Last Judgment — Man like to Vanity — God so Loved the World— Saul— 
And what shall this Man do? — The Sickness and Death of Elisha — ^Abiding 
in our Callings — Trinity Sunday. 

" The main characteristics of Canon MelzdlTs sermons contain forty 

Canon MelvilTs sermons are these — discourses Preached by him in his later 

they are not Polemical ; the odium theo- years, and they are prefaced by a short 

\ogicum is nowhere to be^oundiu them y memoir of one of the worthiest and 

and 9Ufwhere is the spirit of true Chris- most impressive preachers 0/ recent 

tian charity and love absent from them, times. " — Examiner. 

This will widen their usejfulness^ for **^iany years have now elapsed since 

they will on this account ntake a ready we first heard Henry MebnlL But 

way amongst all sects and creeds of we can still recall the text^ the sermon, 

^ofessing Christians. Again, these the deep impression made upon us by 

sermons are eminently practical and the itnpassioned eloquence of the gftat 

devotional in their tone and aim. The preacher. 1 1 was our first, and very 

truths here proclaimed fierce the heart Profitable experience of what influence 

to its very core, so true u the preacher' s there resides in the faithful preaching 

aim, so vigorous is the force with which of the Gospel of the Lord yesus Christ, 

he shoots the convictions of his own ror whiie it was impossible to be in- 

heart into the hearts of his hearers." different to the messenger, yet the 

— Standard. message was brought home by him to 

** There are in the sermons before the heart and to the conscience. It is 

us all MelvilFs wonted grace of die- pleasant in these, the latest sermotu 

tion, strength of reasoning, andaptruss delivered by Mr. Melvill, to find the 

of illustration. "—Weekly Rbvibw. samefcUtf^ul utterance. "—Christian 

** Two other volumes of tlte late Obsbrvbr. 
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The Life of Justification. A Series of 

Lectures delivered in Substance at All Saints', Margaret Street. 
By the Rev. George Body, B. A., Rector of Kirkby Misper- 
ton. . Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d, 

CONTENTS. 

Justification the Want of Humility — Christ our Justification— Union with Christ 
the Condition of Justification — Conversion and Justification — The Life of 
Justification — The Progress and End of Justification. 

** On the whole we have rarely tnei into the current lat^uage 0/ to-day. " 
with a more clear ^ intelligible and per- — Union Review. 
ttutsive statement of the truth as re- *' There is real power in these ser- 
gards the important topics on which mons:— power, reaipower^ and plenty 
t/u volume treats. Sermofi 11, in par- of it. . . . There is such a moral 
ticular, will strike every one by its veraciousness about him, such a pro- 
eloquence and beauty, but we scarcely found and over-mastering belie/that 
like to specify it, lest in praising it we Christ has proved a bonA-fide cure for 
should seem to disparage the other por- nnholtness, and such an intensity of 
tions of this admirable little work." — eagerness to lead others to seek and 
Church Times. profit by that means of attaining the 

'* These discourses show that their true sanctity which alone can enter 

author's position is due to something Heaven — tJiat nue wonder not at the 

more ami higher than mere fluency, crowds which hang upon his preaching, 

gesticulation, and flexibility of voice, nor at the success of his fer^nd appeals 

He appears as Jiaving drunk deeply to the human conscience. If any one 

at the fountain of St. Augustine, and doubts our verdict, lei him buy' this 

as understanding how to translate the volume. No one will regret its per- 

burning words of that mighty genius «j«/."— Literary Churchman. 



The Life of Temptation. A Course of 

Lectures delivered in Substance at St. Peter's, Eaton Square ; 
also at All Saints*, Margaret Street. By the Rev. George 
Body, B.A., Rector of Kirkby Misperton. Fourth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. \s, 6d. 

CONTENTS. 

The Leadine into Temptation — The Rationale of Temptation — Why we are 
TemptecJU— Safety in Temptation— With Jesus in Temptation — The End of 
Temptation. 

** Regeneration and conversion seem earnest, soul-stirring words, dealing 
here to occupy their proper places in the with tJie mysteries of Christian ex- 
Christian economy, and the general perience.''—LoNDOU Quarterly Re- 
subject of temptation is worked out view. 

with considerable ability.^* — Church ** A collection of sermons, pious. 

Times. earnest, and eloquent.*^ — English 

" This is aftother volume of simple, Churchman. 
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Seiinons Preached in the Temporary 

Chapel of Keble College, Oxford, 1870— 1876. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

CONTENTS. 

The Service of God the Principle of Daily Life— The Costliness of Acceptable 
Offerings — The Hearing of Sermons — The Missionary Character of all 
Christian Lives — The Revelation of the Son as well in Nature as in the 
Incarnation — The New Chapel — The Secret of Spiritual Strength— The 
Preparation of Lent — The Spirit of the Daily Services : I. The Spiritual 
Sacrifice of the Universal Priesthood. IL Offering to God of His Own— 
The Life of Love — The Resurrection — Redeeming the Time — The Devo- 
tional Study of Holy Scripture — Conversion — Conversation — Enthusiasm 
— Growth in the Knowledge of God — The Imitation of Christ — Manliness 
—Truth— Saints' Days— Eternity— Life. 



Farewell Counsels of a Pastor to his 

Flock, on Topics of the Day. By Edward Meyrick Goul- 
BURN,«D.D., Dean of Norwich. Third Edition . Small 8 vo. 4J. 

CONTENTS. 

Absolution— Ritualism— The Doctrine of the Eucharist— The Atonement— The 
Stability of an Orthodox Faith— The Stability of Personal Religion— 
On Preaching Christ Crucified— The Responsibility of Hearers. 

The Doctrme of the Cross : specially 

in its relation to the Troubles of Life. Sermons preached 
during Lent in the Parish Church of New Windsor by Henry 
J. Ellison, M.A. (sometime Vicar of Windsor), Honorary 
Chaplain to the Queen, Honorary Canon of Christ Church, and 
Rector of Haseley, Oxon. Small 8vo. 2s, 6d, 

CONTENTS. 

The Troubles of Life— The Doctrine of the Cross— The Christian Crucified with 
Christ— The Cross of Chastisement— The Cross of Trial— Voluntary 
Crosses— The Crown. 

The Way of Holmess in Married life. 

A Course of Sermons preached in Lent. By the Rev. Henry 
J. Ellison, M.A., Hon. Canon of Christ Church, and Vicar 
of New Wmdsor, Berks. Second Edition. SmaUSvo. 2s. 6d. 
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Sermons Preached in the Parish 

Church of Barnes, 1871 to 1876. By Peter Goldsmith 
Medd, M.A., Rector of North Cemey, Hon. Canon of St 
Albans, and Examining Chaplain to the Bishop ; late Senior 
Fellow of University College, Oxford, and Rector of Barnes. 
Crown 8vo. 7J. 6d, 

CONTENTS. 

Thankfulness for God's Mercies— Subjection to the Civil Power — Christ's Pro- 
phecy of the End — God's Purpose of Love in Creation — The Introduction 
of Evil into the Creation — Chnstian Love — Christianity a ReUgion of Self- 
Denial — ^The Nature of Sin — ^The Consequences of Sin (No. i) — The 
Consequences of Sin (No. 2) — The Remedy of Sin (No. i)— The Remedy 
of Sm (No. 2>— With Christ in Paradise— The Remedy of Sin (No. 3)-- 
"The Remedy of Sin (No. 4)— Christ the Resurrection and the Life — ^The 
Hope of the Resurrection — The Three Resurrections — The Hope of the 
Christian- The Publican's Prayer— The Ck>nflict of Flesh and Spirit- 
Christian Unity — The Duty of Forgiveness — Present Salvation — The 
Marks of the Children of God — Against Religious Narrowness — The 
Necessity of Meditation on Religious Subjects — ^The Need of Effort in the 
Christian Life — Bodily Works of Mercy — ^The Athanasian Creed — Con- 
scious Religion — The Comfort of the Christian Faith — Appendix. 

'* T^ special nurit of his volume is not o/Un meet with a volume of dis- 

its thoughtfulness ; and as Mr. Medd courses of such unifortn excellence, 

vtrites in a very condensed style ^ the Nothing hazardous ts attempted; but 

thirty-two sermons which he has given in all that he attempts Mr. Medd 

us contain a great deal more of valu- entirely succeeds. The teaching is 

able matter than many boohs of much plain, direct, and ejffective ; while the 

larger bulk. . . . ]Ve believe that breadth of view and the liberality of 

many of our readers^ among the sentiment are most refreshing in these 

clergy as well as the laity, will thank days when the sermon is too often 

us for having drawn their attention made a Party manifesto. Professor 

to the excellences of the volume before Blackie would find in them both 

us.'*—G\ihXO\Ktn. * vigour* and * grace* And the reader 

" They range oroer a wide circle of will also find in them a considerable 

subjects, theological and practical; knowledge of the heart, an intelligent 

but are always full, vigorous, and comprehension of the Christian nstem, 

energetic, yet with a sobriety of style much lucid exposition of ScnptureU 

and an elegance of treatment t^at truth, and a forcible application of it 

must have charmed the hearer just to the human conscience.^ — Scottish 

as they win upon the reader. We do Guardian. 



le Permanence of Christianity. Con- 
sidered in Eight Lectures preached before the University of 
Oxford, in the year 1872, on the Foundation of the late Rcr. 
John Bampton, M.A. By John Richard Turner Eaton, 
M.A., late Fellow and Tutor of Merton College, Rector of 
Lapworth, Warwickshire. 8vo. I2j. 
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The Chiistian Character; Six Sermons 

prcadied in LenL By John Jackson, D.D., Bishop of 
Lxndan. Screntli Edition. Small 8to. y. 6d, 

The Reconciliatioii of Reason and 

Faith. Being Sermons on Faith, Evil, Sin and Suffering, Im- 
mortality, God, Science, Prayer, and other Subjects. By 
Reginald E. Molyxeux, M.A. Crown 8vo. 4J. 

The Soul in its Probation: Sermons 

Preached at the Church of S. Alban the Martyr, Holbom, 
on the Sundays in Lent, 1873. ^Y ^^ ^^' ^- ^* Oxenham, 
M.A. 8to. 5j. 

The Last Thi-ee Sennons preached at 

Oxford by PHILIP N. Shuttleworth, D.D., sometime 
Lord Bishop of Chichester. Justification through Faith — The 
Merciful Character of the Gospel Covenant — The Sufficiency of 
Scripture a Rule of Faith. To which is added a Letter 
addressed in 1841 to a Young Clergyman, now a Priest in the 
Church of Rome. New Edition. Small 8vo. 2J. 6d, 

I^ot Ti^dition but Scripture. By the 

late Philip Nicholas Shuttleworth, D.D., Warden of 
New College, Oxford, and Rector of Foxley, Wilts, afterwards 
Bishop of Chichester. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 3J. 6^. 
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A Key to Ohristian Doctrine and Prac- 
tice, founded on the Church Catechism. By the Rev. John 
Henry Blunt, M.A., F.S.A., Editor of "The Annotated 
Book of Common Prayer,'' &c. &c. Small 8vo. zs, 6d, 
Forming a Volume of "Keys to Christian Knowledge." 

" Of cheap and reliable text-books of into matters of practical application so 

this nature thei^ has hitherto been a freely as to make it most servicee^le, 

great want. We are often asked to re- either as a teachers suggestion book, 

commend books for use in Church Sun- or as an intelligent pupiTs rtadtng 

day-schools, and we therefore take this book." — Literary Churchman. 

opportunity o/ saying that we know of ** Will be very useful for the higher 

none more likely to be of service both classes in Sunday-schools ^ or rather 

to teachers and scholars than these for the fuller instruction of the Sunday- 

'AV^j.'" — Churchman's Shilling school teachers themselves, where the 

Magazine. parish priest is wise enough to devote a 

**This is another of Mr. Blunfs certain time regularly to their prepara- 

most useful manuals, with all the pre- turn for their voluntary /of^."— Union 

cision of a school book, yet diverging Review. 



Household Theology: a Handbook of 

Religious Information respecting the Holy Bible, the Prayer 
Book, the Church, the Ministry, Divine Worship, the Creeds, 
&c. &c. By the Rev. John Henry Blunt, M. A., F.S. A., 
Editor of "The Annotated Book of Common Prayer," &c. &c. 
New Edition. Small 8vo. 3J. 6d. 

CONTENTS. 

The Bible— The Prayer Book— The Church— Table of Dates— Ministerial Offices 
—Divine Worship — The Creeds —A Practical Summary of Christian 
Doctrine — The Great Christian Writers of Early Times — Ancient and 
Modem Heresies and Sects — The Church Calendar — A short explanation 
of Words used in Church History and Theology— Index. 
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Manuals of Eeligions Instruction. 

Edited by John Pilkington Norris, B.D., Canon of 
Bristol, Vicar of St. Mary, Redcliffe, and Examining Chaplain 
to the Bishop of Manchester. 

3 Volumes. Small 8vo. $s, 6(f, each. Sold separately. 

The Old Testament. 
The New Testament 
The Prayer Book. 

Or each Volume in Five Parts, i j. each Part. 

[These Manuals are intended to supply a five years' course of instruction for 
young people between the ages of thirteen and eighteen. 

It will be seen that fifteen small graduated text-books are provided : — 

Five on the Old Testament ; 
Five on the New Testament ; 
Five on the Catechism and Liturgy. 

In preparing the last, the Editor has thought it best to spread the study of the 
Catechism over several years, rather than compress it into one. 

This may g^ve rise to what may appear some needless repetition. But the 
Lessons of our Catechism are of such paramount importance, that it seems de* 
sirable to keep it continually in our Pupils' hands, as the best key to the study of 
the Prayer Book. 

There has been a grievous want of definiUness in our young people's know- 
ledge of Church doctrine. Especially have the Diocesan Inspectors noticed it 
in our Pupil Teachers. It has arisen, doubtless, from their Teachers assumine 
that they had clear elementary ideas about religion, in which really they had 
never been grounded. It is therefore thought not too much to ask them to give 
one-third of their time to the study of the IVayer Book. 

In the Old Testament and New Testament Manuals the greatest pains have 
been taken to give them such a character as shall render it impossible for them 
to supersede the Sacred Text Two main objects the writers of the Old and 
New Testament Manuals have proposed to themselves; first, to stimulate interest; 
second, to supply a sort of running commentary on the inspired page. Especial 
pains have been taken to draw the reader's attention to the spiritual teachmg of 
Holy Scripture, and to subordinate to this the merely historical interest. 

The writer of the Old Testament Manual has made it his endeavour to help 
the reader to see our Lord Christ in Law, in Psalms, in Prophets. 

The New Testament Manual is confined to the Gospels and Acts. It was 
found impossible to include any of the Epistles. But the Fourth Part of the 
Prayer Book Manual will in some measure supply this deficiency. 

Although they were originally prepared with special regard to Pupil Teachers, 
they will be found adapted also for all students of a like age (from thirteen to 
eighteen) who have not access to many books.] 
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Rudiments of Theology. A First Book 

for Students. By John Pilkington Norris, B.D., Canon 
of Bristol, Vicar of St. Mary, Redcliffe, and Examining Chap- 
lain to the Bishop of Manchester. Second Edition, revised. 
Crown 8vo. 7j. 6d. 

*" ItisaUogeiheraremarkabUbook. and directing the students mind to 

We have seldom seen clear, incisive ' what the early Fathers thought and 

reasoning, orthodox teaching, and wrote in the days when the Church's 

wide-muidedness in such liafpy com- theologians had to hold their own 

bination.'* — Literary Churchman. against an adverse world.*" — Guar- 

** A most useful book/or theological dian. 
students in the earlier part of their ** This work was pre^red as a hand- 
course. . . . The book is one for book for theological students. But it 
which the Church owes a debt ofgrati- is to reach a far wider field. It is 
tude to Canon Norris, combining, as capable ofdoi»u^ a most important ser- 
tt does, orthodoxy and learning, and vue among aU classes. We have sel- 
logical accuracy of definition with real dom.ifever, met a more satisfactory 
charity. We heartily commend it. " — or a clearer presentation of the funda- 
JOHN Bull. mental facts of theology than those 

** We can recotnmend this book to given in these Pages. . . . The 

tJuological students as a useful and author has the rare faculty— ^it 

compendious manual. It is clear and amounts really to genius— of saying 

well arranged. . . . We venture Just the thing that ought to be said, 

to believe that, on the wJtole, he is a and of presenting any truth in such a 

very fair exponent of the teaching of shape that the readir can easily take 

the English Church, and that his book hold of it and make it his own. • . . 

may be^ profitabfy used by those for We commend this work to Churchmen 

whom it is chiefly intended — that is, generally as one from which all can 

candidates for ordination."— S^rc- derive profit. To the Clergy it will 

TATOR. serve as a model method ofdofnuUic 

** This unpretending work supplies teaching, and to the laity it wtU be a 

a real desideratum. . . . It seeks rich storehouse of information con- 
to lead us from the shifting sands of ceming the things to be believed. . . . 

human systems to the solid ground of The whole thing is so admirable in 

Divine revelation, wisely recognising tone, arrangement, and style that it 

as its most trustworthy interpreters will, no doubt, become universally 

those who came nearest to its times, /t?/«/ar.'*— Churchman (New York). 

The Young Churchman's Companion 

to the Prayer Book. By the Rev. J. W. Gedge, M.A., 
Winchester Diocesan Inspector of Schools for West Surrey 
and the Channel Islands. (Recommended by the late and 
present Lord Bishops of Winchester. ) 

Part I. — Morning and Evening Prayer and Litany. 
Part II. — Baptismal and Confirmation Services. 
Part III. — Holy Communion. 

i8mo., \5. each Part ; or in paper cover, 6^/. 
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A OatecMsm on Gospel Bttstory, in- 

colcating Church Doctrine. By the Rev. Samuel Kettle- 
well, M. A., bite Vicar of St Mark's, Leeds. Third Edition. 
Small Sva jj. 6d, 

** This ftfork has deservedly reached religious instruction to their own 

« third editipn. Originedly composed children^ as well as for ieacliers gen- 

when its author was at Leeds, its eralfy.*'— If atiokalChvrch. 
ns^/uiness was tested in the parish ** Sunday-school teachers and others 

chMTch schools there. It has since engaged in the instruction of the young 

been enlarged and carefully revised, will Jind in its Pages many useful 

and will Ar found exceedingly well suggestions." — Rock. 
suited for the use of parents in giving 

A Help to Oatechizing. For the Use of 

Clergymen, Schools, and Private Families. By James Beaven, 
D.D., formerly Professor of Divinity in the University of King's 
CoU^e, Toronto. New Edition. i8mo. 2s, 

Oatechetical Exercises on the Apostles' 

Creed ; chiefly from Bp. Pearson. By Edward Bicker- 
STETH, D.D., Dean of Lichfield. New Edition. i8mo. is. 

Questions illustrating the Thirty-Isrine 

Articles of the Church of England, with Proofs from Holy 
Scripture, and the Primitive Church. By Edward Bicker- 
STETH, D.D. , Dean of Lichfield. Sixth Edition. Small 8vo. 

The Idle Word : Short Religious Essays 

upon the Gift of Speech. By Edward Meyrick Goulburn, 
D.D., Dean of Norwich, Fourth Edition. Small 8vo. y, 

CONTENTS. 

The Connexion of Speech with Reason— The Connexion of Speech with Reason 
—The Heavenly Analogy of the Connexion of Speech with Reason 
—An Idle Word Defined from the Decalogue— An Idle Word defined 
from the Decalo^e— What is an Idle Word?— Words of Business and 
innocent Recreation not Idle — Speech the Instrument of Prophecy and 
Sacrifice— Hints for the Guidance of Conversation— On Religious Con- 
versation — ^Aiqpendix. 
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A Manual of Oonflnnation, Comprising 

— I. A General Account of the Ordinance. 2. The Baptismal 
Vow, and the English Order of G)nfirmation, with Short 
Notes, Critical and Devotional. 3. Meditations and Prayers 
on Passages of Holy Scripture, in connexion with the Ordi- 
nance. With a Pastoral Letter instructing Catechumens 
how to prepare themselves for their first Communion. By 
Edward Meyrick Goulburn, D.D., Dean of Norwich. 
Ninth Edition. Small 8vo. is. 6d. 

Easy Lessons Addressed to Candidates 

for Confirmation. By John Pilkington Norris, B.D., 
Canon of Bristol, Vicar of St. Mary, Redcliffe, and Examining 
Chaplain to the Bishop of Manchester. Small 8vo. is, 6d, 

"An admirable hand-book on con- adapud for better educated candidates, 

firmation. It is sound, scriptural, whose interest in the time-honoured 

plain, and practical. It brings out /ortnula so o/ten repeated will Probably 

only important points, and is not over- be stimulated afresh by the novelty of 

loaded with unessential things. Be- the arrangement. Canon Norris's eX" 

sides, it has the rare merit of being pianations are thoroughly clear, and 

euiapted to persons of varying ages." — it is needless to say thai his teaching 

Churchman (New York). is sound and moderate.** — Scottish 

"/s so arranged as to convey the Guardian. 

teachingof the Catechism to those who, *'A valuable little work, in which 

from earl^ disadvantages, are unable the Principal points of the ChurcJCs 

to commit it to memory. Earnest teaching are clearly and fully set forth, 

counsels are appended for the guidance The remarks oti the Sacraments are 

of the confirmed in maturer years.*' — exceedingly good, and although these 

National Church. * Lessons' are primarily intended for 

** The Canon aims in the first nine those who are preparing for confirm- 

lessons to transfuse the substance of the ation, they might with advantage be 

Catechisnt into a form which such studied by those who, having passed 

persons could readily apprehend; and this stage, are desirous of refreshing 

in this he has entirely succeeded. His their memories respecting the doctrines 

little book, however, is equally well they profess to believe.** — Rock. 

Oatechesis ; or, Ohristian Instruction 

preparatory to Confirmation and First Communion. By 
Charles Wordsworth, D.C.L., Bishop of St. Andrews. 
New Edition. Small 8vo. zr. 
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Semele; or, The Spirit of Beauty: a 

Venetian Tale. By the Rev. J. D. Mereweather, B.A. 
English Chaplain at Venice. Small 8vo. ys. 6d, 

The Hillford Oonfirmation. A Tale. 

By M. C. Phillpotts. New Edition. i6mo. is. 
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The First Chronicle of ^scendnne. 

A Tale of the Days of Saint Dunstan. By the Rev. A. D. 
Crake, B.A., Author of the "History of the Church under 
the Roman Empire," &c. &c. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

** The volume will possess a strong period. We can scarcely itna^ne it 

interest^ especially for the youngs and possible that it should be anything else 

beusefulytoo^/orthoughinformataUy than a great favourite.^ — Literary 

('/ may be classed among ' the side-lights Churchman. 

of history. '" — Stan dard. ' * It is one of the best historical tales 

** Altogether the booh shows great for the young that has been published 

thought and careful study of the man- for a long time. " — Nonconformist. 

ners and customs of those early Saxon " IVrttten luith much spirit and a 

times." — ^JoHN Bull. careful attention to the best authorities 

** We shall be glad when Mr. Crake on the history of the period of which he 

takes up his Pen once more^ to give us treats." — National Church. 
a further instalment of the annals of ** The facts ufion which the Chronicle 

the House of y^scendutie." — Church is based have been carefully brought 

Times. together from^ a variety of sources ^ and 

**A very interestingand well-written great skill has been shown in the con- 
story of Saxon times — the times of struction of the narrative. The aifn 

Dunstan and the hapless Edwy. The of the author is certainly a good one^ 

author has evidently taken great pains a?td his efforts have been attended with a 

to examine into the real history of the considerable amount of success,**— "^OQVi. 



Alfgar the Dane, or the Second Chron- 
icle of iEscendune. A Tale. By the Rev. A. D. Crake, 
B.A., Author of the ** History of the Church under the 
Roman Empire," &c. &c. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6r/. 

** Mr. Crake's ^Chronicles of /E seen- will not find this little book both inter- 
dune* have their second instalment in es ting and instructive. Its tone is as 
* Alfgar the Dane,* a youth who is excellent as that of Mr. Crakf^s p re- 
saved from the massacre on S. Brice*s vious tale." — Church Quarterly Re- 
night to meet with many capital ad- view. 
ventures." — Guardian. ** Here ^ strung togetJur with char^ 

** Sure to be excessively popular with acters in hartnony with the times^ is a 

boySy and we look forward with great thoroughly well-written history of the 

interest to the Third ChroniclOj which later Danish invasions of England, 

will tell of the Norman invasion.*'— . ... As a tale his work is interest- 

Church Times. ins^; as a history it is of very consider- 

** As in his former Production, Mr. mU value." — Nonconformist. 

Crake see>ns to have taken great pains ** It is not often that a writer com- 

to be correct in his facts, and he has, we bines so completely the qualities which 

really believe, combined accuracy with go to vtake up the historian attd the 

liveliness. Schoolboys, not at Bloxham novelist, but Mr. Crake has this happy 

only, ought to be very grateful to hitn ; conjunction of faculties in an eminent 

though in thus speaking we by no degree.** — Standard. 
means intend to imply that seniors 
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A Ohiistian Painter of the l^ineteenth 

Century ; being the Life of Hippolyte Flahdrin. By H. L. 
Sidney Lear. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

Forming a Volume of ** Christian Biographies." 

" This is a touching and instructive amount of honour and success , cannot 

story of a life singularly full ofnobil- but be welcome to earnest students of 

ity^ affection^ and grace, and it is all kinds. . . . There are many 

worthily told." — Spectator. fine pieces of criticism in this book^ — 

** Sympathetic, popular, and free, utterances of Flandrin's which show 

almost to a fault, from technicalities, the clear wit of the man, his candour, 

. . . The booh is welcome as a not and self-balanced Judgment 

untimely memorial to a man who We have written enough to show how 

deserves to be held up as an example.^* interesting the book is. " — ATHENiEUM. 

— Saturday Review. *' This is a charming addition to 

** The record of a life marked by biograpkiccd literature.— Hotes AVD 

exalted aitns, and crowned by no small Queries. 



A Dominican Artist : A Sketch of the 

Life of the Rev. P^re Besson, of the Order of St Dominic. 
By II. L. Sidney Lear. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

Forming a Volume of ** Christian Biographies." 

** The author of the Life of P ire so perfect in its simple and complete 

Besson writes with a grace anarefine- devotion been withheld from our 

tnent of devotional Jeeling peculiarly admiration But we have 

suited to a subject-matter which suffers dwelt too long already on thisfascinat- 

beyoptd most others from any coarse- ing book, and must now leave it to our 

ness of touch. It would be difficult to readers.^* — Literary Churchman. 

find * the simplicity and purity of a ** A beautiful and most interesting 

holy life ' more exquisitely illustrated sketch of the late Pire Besson, an 

than in Father Besson' s career, both artist who forsook the easel for the 

before and after his joining the Domi- altar, ** — Church Times. 

nlcan Order under the auspices of ** Whatever a reader may think of 

Lacordaire. . . . Certainly we have Pire BessofCs profession as a tnonk, 

H^er come across what could more no one will doubt his goodness ; no one 

strictly be termed in the truest sense can fail to profit who will patiently 

* the life of a beautiful soul* The read his life, as fiere written by a 

autfior lias done well in presenting to friend, wfiose sole defect is in being 

English readers this singularly grace- slightly unctuous.** — ATHENiEUM. 

ful biography, in which all who canap- "* The story of Pire Besson* s life is 

predate genuine simplicity and noble- one of much interest, and told with 

ness of Christian character will ^nd simplicity, candour, and good fee ling." 

much to admire and little or nothing — Spectator. 

to condemn.*' —Saturday Review. ** We strongly recommend it to our 

" // would indeed have been a de- readers. It ts a charming biography, 

Plorable omission had so exquisite a that will delight and edify both old a$td 

biography been by any neglect lost to young.'*— Wbstuwster Gazettb. 
English readers, and had a character 



WLattxVoo 'ipi&tt^ ^trcvXw 



History and Biography 79 

The Life of Madame Louise de France, 

Daughter of Louis XV., also known as the Mother Ter^e de 
S. Augustin. By H. L. Sidney Lear. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d, 
Forming a Volume of ** Christian Biographies." 

" Such a record of deep, earnest^ self- /atnilyofLouisXV.there issues this Ma^ 
sacrificing piety y beneath the surface of dame Louise, whose life is set before us 

Parisian life, during what we all re- as a specimen of as calm and unworldly 

gard as the worst age of French godless- devotion — of a devotion, too, full of 

ness, ou^htto teach us all a lesson of hope shrewd sense and practical adminis' 

and faith, let appearances be what they trative tcdent^as any we have ever 

may. Here, from out of the court and met with,** — Literary Churchman. 

The Revival of Priestly Life in the 

Seventeenth Century in France. Charles de Condren — 
S. Philip Neri and Cardinal de Berulle — S. Vincent 
de Paul — Saint Sulpice and Jean Jacques Olier. 
By H. L. Sidney Lear. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

Forming a Volume of ** Christian Biographies." 

** A book the authorship of which may belong, can read without quick 

will command the, respect of all who sympathy etnd emotion these touching 

can hofiour sterling worth. No Chris- sketches of the early Oratorians and the 

tian, to whatever denomination he Lazarists.** — Standard. 

Life of S. Fi'ancis de Sales. By H. L. 

Sidney Lear. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

Forming a Volume of ** Christian Biographies." 

" It is written with the deltccmy, his own writings and in those 0/ his 

freshness, and absence of all affecta- most intimate and affectionate friends, 

tion which characterized the former The book is written with the grave and 

works by the same hand, and which quiet grace which characterizes the 

render these books so very much more productions of its author, and cannot 

pleasant reading than are religious fail to please those readers who can 

biographies in general. The character sympathize with all forms of goodness 

of S. Francis de Sales, Bishop of and devotion to noble purpose."'^ 

Geneva, is a charming one. His un- Westminster Review. 

affected humility, his freedom from "A book which contains the record 

dogmatism in an age when dogma of a life as sweet, pure, and noble, as 

was placed above religion, his freedom any man by divine help, granted to 

from bigotry in an age of Persecution, devout sincerity of soul, has been per- 

were alike admirable.** — Standard. mitted to live upon earth. The ex- 

** The author of *A Dominican ample of this gentle but resolute and 

Artist* in writing this neva life of the energetic spirit, wholly dedicated to 

wise and loving Bishop and Prince of the highest conceivable good, offering 

Geneva, has aimed less at historical itself, with all the temporal uses of 

or ecclesiastical investigation than at mental existence , to the service of in- 

a vivid and natural representation of finite and eternal beneficence, u ex- 

the inner mind and life of the subject tremely touching. It is a book worthy 

of his biography, as it can be traced in of acceptance, ** — Daily News. 
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PeiTeyve. By A. Gratry, Pr^tre 

de rOratoire, Professeur de Morale Evang^que k la Sorbonne, 
et Membre de rAcademie Fian9aise. Translated by special 
permission. With Portrait By H. L. Sidney Lear. Crown 
8vo. 31. 6d, 

Forming a Volume of "Christian Biographies." 

" A wust tovcking and powerful of ike tmemoir gave ki^nseif up to the 

puce 0/ Inograpky, inUrspersed with duties of his sacred office, and to the 

profnmd reflections on personal reU- cultivation of the graces with which he 

gion, and on the prospects of Chris- was endowea.' — Church Times. 
tianity^ — Church Rbvibw. **// is easy to see that Henri Per- 

** The works of the translator of rtyve^ Professor of Moral Theology at 

Henri Perreyve form, for the most the Sorbonne, was a Roman Catholic 

part, a series of saintly hiograpkies Priest of no ordinary tyPe. Witkcom- 

wkick kave obtained a larger share of paratively little of what Protestants 

popularity than is generally accorded call superstition^ with great courage 

to books of tkis description. . . . and sincerity, witk a nature singularly 

The description of his last da^s will guileless ana noble, his priestly voca- 

Probably be read with greater interest tion, although pursued, according tc 

than any other Part of the book ; pre- kis biographer, with unbridled zeal, 

senting as it does an example ojforti- did not stifle kis kuman sympatkies 

tude under suffering, and resignation, and aspirations. He could not believe 

wken cut off so soon after entering upon tkat kis faitk compelled kim * to re- 

a muck-coveted ana useful career, of no$tnce sense and reason,* or tkat a 

rare occurrence in tkis age of self- priest was not free to speak, act, and 

assertion. Tkis is, in fact, tke essen- tkink like otker men. Indeed, tke 

tial teacking of ike entire volume." Abbi Gratry makes a kind of a^logy 

— Morning Post. for kis friends free-speaking in tkis 

** Tkose wko take a pleasure in read- respect, and endeavours to explain 

ing a beautiful account of a beautiful it. Perreyve was tke beloved disciple 

ckaracter would do well to procure tke of Lacordaire, wko left kim all kis 

Life of * Henri Perreyve.* . . . WV manuscripts, notes, and Papers, and 

would especially recommend tke book ke kimself attained tke Position of a 

for tke perusal ofEngUsk priests, wko great pulpit orator. " — Pall Mall 

may learn many a koly lesson from Gazette. 
tke devoted spirit in wkick tke subject 

The Last Days of Pere Gratry. By Pere 

Adolphe Perraud, of the Oratory, and Professor of La 
Sorbonne. Translated by special permission. By the Author 
of ** Life of S. Francis de SaJes," 'ftc Crown 8vo; 31. 6</. 

Walter Kerr Hamilton, Bishop of Salis- 
bury. A Sketch by Henry Parry Liddon, D.D., Canon of 
St. PauPs, and Ireland Professor of Ex^;esis in the University 
of Oxford. Second Edition. 8vo. 2^. 6</. 
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Life of S. Yincent de Paul. With Intro- 
duction by the Rev. R. F. Wilson, M.A., Prebendary of 
Salisbury and Vicar of Rownhams, and Chaplain to the Bishop 
of Salisbury. Crown 8vo. gs. 



II 



A most readable volume, ittustr at- produced by the Gallican Churchy has 
ing plans and arrangements, which at last found a competent English 
from the circumstances of the day are biographer^ The volume before us has 
invested with Peculiar interest** — evidently been written with conscien- 
English Churchman. tious care and scrupulous industry. 
** All will be pleased at reading the It is based on the best authorities, 
Present admirably written narrative, which f^ve been compared with praise- 
in which we do net hnow whether to worthy diligence ; its style is clear, 
admire more the candour and earnest' elegant^ and unambitious; and it 
ness q/ the writeror his plain, sensible, shows a fine appreciation of the life 
and agreeable style.'*— "WfLEyiiJV Re- ttnd character of the man whom it 
GisTER. commemorates.** — Scottish Guar- 

*' We trust that this deeply interest- dian. 

in^ and beautifully written biography "Mr. Wilson has done his worh 

wtU be extensively circulated in Eng- admirably and evidently con amore, 

land."— Chvkch Herald. and he completely proves the thesis 

** We heartily recommend the intro- with which he starts, viz., that in the 

duction to the study of all concerned life of the Saint there is a homeliness 

with ordinations.** — Guardian. and simplicity, and a general absence 

** We are glad that S. Vincent de of the miraculous or the more ascetic 

Paul, one of the most remarhable men type ofsaintliness.** — John Bull. 



Life of Eobert Gray, Bishop of Oape 

Town and Metropolitan of the Province of S outh Africa. Edited 
by his Son, the Rev. Charles Gray, M.A., Vicar of Helms- 
ley, York. With Portrait and Map. 2 Vols. 8vo. 321. 

** This work is more than a bio- true apostolic spirit, was^ a faithful 

f^P^yi *^ «* <* valuable addition to son of the Church, and a etistinguished 

the history of the nineteenth century, ornament of the Episcopate.** — Stan- 

Mr. Keble more than once described dard. 

Bishop Gray*s struggles as * like a bit ** Not only interesting as the record 

out of the fourth century.*** — Guar- of a good man*s life, but extremely 

dian. valuable as materials for Church his- 

*' We welcome it as a worthy tribute tory.** — Church Times. 
to the memory of one who possessed the 



Life, Journals, and Letters of Henry 

Alford, D.D., late Dean of Canterbury. Edited by his 
Widow. With Portrait and Illustrations. New Edition. 
Crown Svo. 9J, 
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History of the Ohurcli under the 

Roman Empire, A.D. 30-476. By the Rev. A. D. Crake, 
B. A. New Edition. Crown 8vo. *]s, 6d. 

** A compendious history o/ihe Chris- schools for the young,* — English 

Han Church under the Roman Empire Churchman. 

wiU he hailed with pleasure by all "Mr. Crake gives us in a clear and 

readers of ecclesiastical lore. . . . concise form a narrative of the Church 

The author is quite free from the history during the Period with which 

sHrit of controversiaiism ; wherever it is tnost important thai the yotmg 

He refers to a Prevalent practice of should first be made acquainted. The 

ancient times he gives his authority, dij^erent events appear to be described 

In his statement of facts or opinions wtth a judicious regard to their rela- 

he is always accurate and conctse, and live importance y and the manual may 

his manual is doubtless destined to a be safely recommended.** — ^John Bull. 

lengthened Period qf popularity." — ** The facts are well marshalled^ the 

Morning Post. literary style of the book is simple and 

" It is very well done. It gives a good; while the Principles enunciated 

very comprehensive view of the progress throughout renefer it a volume which 



of events^ ecclesiastical and political^ may be safefy put into the hands of 
at the great centres of civilisation students. For the higher forms of 
during the first five centuries of Chris- grammar-schools it is exactly the book 



tianity.** — Daily News. required. Never Ponderous, andfre- 

" In his well-planned and carefully quently very attractive and interest- 
written volume of $00 ^ages Mr. Crake ingy it is at once readable andedifyingy 
has supplied a well-kno7vn and long- and fills efficiently a vacant place 
felt want. Relying on all the highest in elementary historical literature, 
and best authorities for his main/acts Furthermore its type is clear and bold, 
and conclusions, and wisely making and it is well broken up into para- 
use of all modem research, Afr, Crake graphs^* — Union Rbvibw. 
has spared neither time nor labour to ** It retells an oft-told tale in a 
make his work accurate, trustworthy, singularly fresh and perspicuous style, 
and intelligent.** — Standard. rendering the book neither above the 

** Really interesting, well suited to comprehension of an inieU^eni boy or 

the needs of those for whom it was pre- girl of fourteen or upwards, nor be- 

paredy and its Church tone is un- neath the attention of an educated 

exceptionable.** — Church Times. man. We can imagine no better book 

** As a volume for students and the as an addition to a parochial library, 

higher forms of our public schools it as a prize, or as a reading book in the 

is admirably adapted.**— Chvrch upper forms of middle-class schools.**— 

Herald. Scottish Guardian. 

** IVe cordially recommend it for 



OhTirch Memorials and Characteristics ; 

being a Church History of the six First Centuries. By the late 
William Roberts, Esq., M.A., F.R.S. Edited by his Son, 
Arthur Roberts, M.A., Rector of Woodrising, Norfolk. 
8vo. *js. 6d. 
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Essays, Historical and Theological. 

By J. B. MozLEY, D.D., late Canon of Christ Church, and 
Regius Professor of Divinity in the University of Oxford. Two 
Vols. 8vo. 24s, 

CONTEtrTS. 

Volume I. — Introduction and Memoir of the Author — Lord Strafford — Arch- 
bishop Laud — Carlyle's Cromwell — Luther. 

Volume II. — Dr.^ Arnold — Blanche White — Dr. Pusey's Sermon — ^The Book of 
Job — Maurice's Theological Essays — Indian Conversion — The Argument 
of Design — The Principle of Causation considered in Opposition to Atheis- 
tic Theories — In Memoriam — List of the Author's Articles and Works. 

"These volumes j we cannot doubt y volumes /or themselves.' They will find 

will be eagerly welcomed and largely in them much that will bear, not one, 

read. They contain specimens, ivell but many Perusals.** — Saturday Re- 

s elected, and extending aver a period view 

of thirty years, of the work of a great ** These essays will be welcome even . 
mind; the real greatness of which was, beyond the circle of those wito, during 
indeed, weU known to all students of his lifetime, had any knowledge of or 
theology. . . . IVe trace in every Page acquaintance with, their author. They 
the handwriting of a fnind which, are the products of a lucid, comprehen- 
though it may look with keen interest sive,aftdporveffuimind; the mind of one 
on all the varying movements of who was a student and a thinker, but 
thought, in days past and Present, and who, by his vivid grasps ofideas,hisfirm 
though it can handle with the grasp faith in the Principles he had made his 
of a master any form of thought with OTon, and his faculty of impressive 
which it comes to deal, yet is evidently illustration, had much of the facility 
a mind of deep, quiet reflection, facing which is usually acquired only in the 
alone before God the great questions actual experience of the world.** — 
of Truth and Being, "brooding' over British Quarterly Review. 
them {to use his own expression^ until ** Selected from the earliest as well 
they take definite shape, never suffer- as the latest of Dr. MozUys writings, 
ing them to come forth in the shape of this collection represents not only the 
that crude suggestion and hazy specula- full ex tent of his mental poTvers, but also 
Hon so fashionable in these days, which the course and ultimate issue of his in- 
touch many truths without really tellectual career; for as it was by ten- 
grasping them, and raise many ques- acity of purpose and determination of 
tions but thoroughly answer none. . . . will thai he obtained for his opinions 
We hope we have said enough to give recognition and esteem, so also, owing 
our readers some idea of these remark- to his argumentative tenacity and in- 
able volumes, and to induce them to tensity ^aim, some of these essays, ij 
study them as a whole. Many other the prophecy may be hazarded, vnll re- 
features might fairly claim notice ; but tain a lasting place in literature.'* — 
these may be left to speaJtfor themselves. ATHBNiCUM. 

As we read, we grieve more and more *' These Essays stand above the line 

that it has pleased God to call from us of ephemeral literature. For the 

so able a champion of His truth, and more experienced student of history 

one hardly more impressive by the it would be difficult to name a more 

strength of his argument than by * the positively refreshing book. Dr. Mozley 

quietness and confidence* of his was a haru hitter, and few writers 

spirit.*' — Guardian. have been able to strike so decisively 

** We have said enough, we trust, on the tueak Points of an adversary s 

to induce our readers to study these case." — Contemporary Review. 
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A Key to the Knowledge of Church 

History (Ancient). Edited by the Rev. John Henry Blunt, 
M.A., F.S.A., Editor of "The Annotated Book of Common 
Prayer," &c. &c. Small 8vo. 2s. 6d. Also a Cheap Edition, 
is, 6d, 
Forming a Volume of "Keys to Christian Knowledge." 

** It offers a short and condensed everything that could be consistently 
account of the origin^ growth^ and con- expected tn a volume of its character, 
dition of the Church in all parts of the There are many notes, theological, 
Vforld.from a.d. i down to the end of scriptural, and historical, and the 
the fifteenth century. Mr. Blunl's * get up* of the book is specially com- 
first object has been conciseness, and mendable. As a text-book for the 
this has been admirably carried out, higher forms of schools the work will 
and to students of Church history this be acceptable to numerous teachers**— 
feature will readily recommend itself. Public Opinion. 
As an elementary work 'A Key* will "It contains some concise notes on 
be specially valuable, inasmuch as it Church History, compressed into a 
points out certain definite lines of small comfass, and we think it is 
thought, by which those who enj<^ the likely to oe useful as a book of refer- 
opportunity may be guided in reading ence." — John Bull. 
the statements of more elaborate his- " A very terse and reliable collection 
tories, A t the same time it is but fair oj the main facts and incidents con- 
to Mr. Blunt to remark that, for general nected with Church History. " — Rock. 
readers, the little volume contains 

A Key to the Knowledge of Church 

History (Modem). Edited by the Rev. John Henry Blunt, 

M.A., F.S.A., Editor of "The Annotated Book of Common 

Prayer," &c. &c. Small 8 vo. 2s. 6d, Also a Cheap Edition, 

I J. 6d, 
Forming a Volume of " Keys to Christian Knowledge." 

The Eeformation of the Church of 

England ; its History, Principles, and Results. A.D. 15 14- 1 547. 
By the Rev. John Henry Blunt, M.A., F.S.A., Editor of 
"The Annotated Book of Common Prayer," &c. &c. Fourth 
Edition. Svo. i6s, 

Perranzabuloe, the Lost Church Found ; 

or, The Church of England not a New Church, but Ancient, 
Apostolical, and Independent, and a Protesting Church Nine 
Hundred Years before the Reformation. By the Rev. C. T. 
Collins Trelawny, M. A., late Rector of Timsbury, Somerset 
New Edition. Crown Svo. 31. 6d, 
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The Principles of Catholic Eeform; 

or, The Harmony of Catholicism and Civilization. Confer- 
ences of 1878 in the Cirque d'Hiver, Paris. By Hyacinthe 
LoYSON, Priest. Translated by Lady Durand. Crown 8vo, 
3s. 6d. ; or in paper cover, 3s. 

The Life of Alexander Lycurgus, 

Archbishop of the Cyclades. By F. M. F. Skene. With an 
Introduction by the Bishop of Lincoln. Crown Svo. 
3J. 6d. ; or in paper cover, 3^. 

Historical Narratives. From the Russian. 

By H. C. Romanoff, Author of "Sketches of the Rites and 
Customs of the Greco-Russian Church," &c. Crown Svo. 6j. 

Sketches of the Eites and Onstoms of 

the Greco-Russian Church. By H. C. Romanoff. With an 
Introductory Notice by the Author of ** The Heir of Redclyffe. " 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. *js. 6d, 

" The volume before us is anything * to Present the English with correct 

but a formal liturgical treatise. It descriptions of the ceremonies of the 

might be more valuahle to a few scholars Greco-Russian Churchy and at the 

if it were^ but it would certainly fail same time with pictures of tlotnestic 

to obtain Perusal at the hands of the life in Russian homes ^ especially those 

great majority of those whom the of the clergy and the middle class of 

writer, not unreasonably , hopes to nobles;* and, beyond question, the 

attract by the narrative style she has author's labour has been so far sue- 

adopted. What she has set before us cessful that^ whilst her Church scenes 

is a series of brief outlines, which, by may be commended as a series of most 

their simple effort to clothe the infor- dramatic and picturesque tableaux, 

mation given us in a living garb, her social sketches enable us to look at 

reminds us of a once-popular chilePs certain points beneath the surface of 

book which we renumber a generation Russian life, and materially enlarge 

ago, called * Sketches of Human Man- our knowledge of a country concerning 

ners.' " — Church Times. which we have still a very great deal 

" The twofold object of this work is to learn." — ^ATHSNiBUM. 

Onrions Myths of the Middle Ages. 

By S. Baring-Gould, M.A., Author of "Origin and De- 
velopment of Religious Belief," &c. With Illustrations. New 
Edition, Crown Svo. 6s. 
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Hellonica. A Collection of Essays on 

(iit'ok Poetry, Philosophy, History, and Religion. Edited by 
KVKI.YN Abhott, M. a., LL.D., Fellow and Tutor of Balliol 
College, Oxford. 8vo. i6j. 



CONTENTS. 



Acschylu.H. K. Myers. M.A.--Thc Theology and Ethics of Sophocles. E. 
Abbott, M. A., LL.l).- System of Education in Plato's Republics. R. L. 
Nettlrship. M.A.-- Aristotle's Conception of the State. A. C. Bradley, 
M.A. Kniiiirus. W. L. Courtney, M.A. — The Speeches of Thucydides. 
R. C. Icbb, M.A., I.I..1). — Xcnuphon. H. G. Dakyns, M.A. — Polybius 
J. L. S. Davidson, M.A,— (Ireck Oracles. F. W. H. Myers, M.A- 

[See RiviNGTON*s Educational List.] 



The Antiquities of Greece. Translated 

fn>in the Clerman of G. F. Schoemann. By E. G. Hardy, 
M.A., Head-Master of the Grammar School, Grantham, and 
late Fellow of Jesus College, Oxford; and J. S. Mann, M.A., 
Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford. 8vo. iSs, 

Vol. I~THE STATE. 

[See RiviNGTON*s Educational List.] 



Historical Biographies. Edited by the 

Rev. M. Crkighton, M.A., late Fellow of Merton College, 
Oxford. With Maps. Small 8yo. 

SIMON DE MONTFORT. 2s, 6d. 

THE BLACK PRINCE. 2j. 6d. 

SIR WALTER RALEGH, ss. 

THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON. 3s. 6d. 

THE DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH, y. 6d. 

[See Rivington's Educational List.] 
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A History of England. By the Rev. 

J. Franck Bright, M.A., Fellow of University College, and 
Historical Lecturer in Balliol, New, and University Colleges, 
Oxford ; late Master of the Modem School in Marlborough 
College. With Numerous Maps and Plans. New Editions, 
Crown 8vo. 

• Period I.— FEUDAL MONARCHY. The Departure 
of the Romans, to Richard III. A.D. 449-1485. 4^. 6d. 

Period IL— PERSONAL MONARCHY. Henry VII. 
to James II. a. D. 1485 -1688. Ss. 

Period IIL— CONSTITUTIONAL MONARCHY. 
William and Mary, to the present time. a.d. 1689- 
1837. 7s, 6d, * 

[See Rivington's Educational List.] 

A History of England for Children. 

By George Davys, D.D., formerly Bishop of Peterborough. 
New Edition. i8mo. is. 6d. 

Fables respecting the Popes of the 

Middle Ages. A Contribution to Ecclesiastical History. By 
John J. Ign. Von Dollinger, D.D., D.C.L. Translated 
by the Rev. Alfred Plummer, M.A., Master of University 
College, Durham, late Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford. 
8vo. 14s, 

The Annual Eegister : a Review of Public 

Events at Home and Abroad, for the Years 1863 to 1879. 
New Series. 8vo. i8j. each. 
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Lyra Apostolica. [Poems, by J. W. 

BowDEN, R. H. Frolde, J. Keble, J. H. Newman, R. J. 
WiLBERFORCE, and J, Williams; and a New Preface by 
Cardinal Newman.] New Edition. i6mo. Red borders. 

Yesterday, To-Day, and for Ever: A 

Poem in Twelve Books. By Edward Henry Bickersteth, 
M.A., Vicar of Christ Church, Hampstead. One Shilling 
Editipn, i8mo ; i6mo, with Red Borders, 2s, 6d. 

Forming Volumes of ** Rivington's Devotional Series." 

The small 8vo Edition, 3J. 6d, ; and small 4to Presentation 
Edition, with Red Borders, ioj. 6^., may still be had. 

y We should have noticed among its ** A ^em worth readingr^ worthy of 

kind a very magnificent Presentation attentive study; Jull of n^le thoughts^ 

edition of ' Yesterday ^ To-day ^ and beautiful diction^ and high imagina- 

for Ever* by the Rev. E. H. Bicker- turn.** — Standard. 

steth. This blank-verse Poem ^in twelve ^ ** In these light miscellany days there 

books, hasmadeitswayintothereligious is a spiritual refreshment in the 

world of England and A merica with- spectacle of a man girding up the loins 

out much help from the critics. It is of his mind to the task of producing a 

now made splendid for its admirers by genuine epic. And it is true poetry, 

morocco bindings broad margins^ red There is a definiteness^ a crispness 

lines t and beautiful photographs.*^ — (dfout it, which in these tnoist, viewy. 

Times. hazy days is no less inzngorating than 

** The most simple, the richest, and novel.'* — Edinburgh Daily Rbvirw. 
the most perfect sacred Poem which "Mr. Bickersteth writes like a man 

recent {lays have produced. — Morning who cultivates at once reverence and 

Advbrtisbr. earnestness of thought."— K^vardi as. 

The Two Brothers, and other Poems. By 

Edward Henry Bickersteth, M.A., Vicar of Christ 
Church, Hampstead. Second Edition. Small 8vo. 6x. 
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The Knight of Intercession, and other 

Poems. By the Rev. S, J, Stone, M. A., Pembroke College, 
Oxford. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

An Introduction to the Study of 

Painted Glass. By A. A. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d, 

" This modest little book^ by a very most remarkable examples oj each 

modest author ^ though little more than style. . , . IVe are bound to say that 

a compilation^ is sensibly and simply the sound remarks scattered through 

arranged and very carefully written, the book on the principles of the art 

To thosewhohavenottimeor opportunity will be of much use to the student in 

to make a thorough study of the larger formifig a correct fudgtnent as to the 

Tvorksonthe subject, and yet wish to be merit of any window he may see." — 

able to take an intelligent interest in the Academy. 

windows of the churches they may see "A little volume not intended to 

on their travels, it will prove a very supersede the larger works on the same 

valuable vade-mecum. The charac- subject in great art libraries, but as a 

teristics of the different periods of glass- brief historical introduction decidedly 

Painting are clearly arCd shortly noted, most valuable. *' — Graphic. 
and a sufficient account is given of the 

An Introduction to Form and Instru- 
mentation, for the Use of Beginners in Composition. By W. 
A. Barrett, Mus. Bac. Oxon., F.R.S.L., Vicar-Choral of St. 
Paul's Cathedral, Author of "Flowers and Festivals," **The 
Chorister's Guide," etc. Crown 8vo. 2J. dd. 

A Shadow of Dante. Being an Essay 

towards studying Himself, his World, and his Pilgrimage. By 

Maria Francesca Rossktti. With Illustrations. Second 

Edition. Crown 8vo. lor. 6d, 

" We find the volume furnished style refreshingly independent and 

with itseful diagrams of the Dantesque original." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

universe, of Hell, Purgatory, and the " The result has been a book which 

' Rose of the Blessed,* ami adorned with is not only delightful in itself to 

a beautiful group of the likenesses of the read, but is admirably adapted as 

Poft, and with symbolic figures {on the an encouragement to those students 

binding) in which the taste and execu' who wish to obtain a preliminary 

tion of Mr. D. G. Rossetti will be re- survey of the land before they attempt 

cognised. The exposition appears to to follow Dante through his long and 

•tf remarkably well arranged and arduous pilgrimage. Of all poets 

digested; the author's appreciation of Dante stands most in need of suck 

Dant^s religious sentiments and assistance as this book offers.** — 

opinions is Peculiarly hearty, and her Saturday Review. 
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Palish Musings ; or, Devotional Poems. 

By John S. B. Monsell, LL.D., late Vicar of S. Nicholas, 
Guildford, and Rural Dean. New Edition. Small 8vo. 5^. 
Also a Cheap Edition. Cloth limp, is, 6d.; or in paper 
cover, IS, 



A Eeveiie, and other Poems. By H. 

A. Fenton, M.A. Imperial i6mo. 3j. (u/. 

Miscellaneous Poems. By Henry 

Francis Lytk, M.A. New Edition. Small 8vo. ss, 

A Dictionary of English Philosophical 

Terms. By the Rev. Francis Garden, M.A., Professor of 
Theology and Rhetoric at Queen's College, London, and Sub- 
Dean of Her Majesty's Chapels-Royal. Small 8vo. 4s, 6d. 

At Home and Abroad ; or, First Lessons 

in Geography. By J. K. Laughton, M.A., F.R.A.S., 
F.R.G.S., Mathematical Instructor and Lecturer in Meteor- 
ology at the Royal Naval College. Crown 8vo. 3j. 6d, 

Mazzaroth; or, the Constellations. By 

Frances Rolleston. Royal 8vo. 12s, 

The Testimony of the Stars to Truths 

revealed in the Bible. Abridged from the late Miss Frances 
ROLLESTON*s **Mazzaroth; or, The Constellations." By 
Caroline Dent. Crown 8vo. is. 6d, 
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A Life Eecord; or, The Godparent's 

Gift-Book. Printed on Dutch hand-made paper. Square 
l6ino. Cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. ; or in white cloth gilt, extra, 4s. 6d. 



The Authorship of the "De Imita- 

tione Christi." With many interesting particulars about the 
Book. By Samuel Kettlewell, M.A., late Vicar of St. 
Mark's, Leeds. Containing Photographic Engravings of the 
**De Imitatione" written by Thomas k Kempis, 1441, and of 
two other MSS. 8vo. 14J. 

The Oilgin and Development of Eeli- 

gious Belief. By the Rev. S. Baring-Gould, M.A., Author 
of ** Curious Myths of the Middle Ages," &c. New Edition. 
Two Parts. Crown 8vo. 6s. each. Sold separately. 

Part I. MONOTHEISM and POLYTHEISM. 
Part II. CHRISTIANITY. 



*t 



TAe ability which Mr. Baring meditrval legend and Teutonic fPtytho- 
Gould displays in the treatment of a logy which are certain to make large 
to^ic which branches out in so many contributions to the purpose he has in 
directions , and requires such precise hand. It is a contribution of very high 
handling, is apparent. His pages value." — Guardian. 
abound with the results 0/ large read- '* Mr. Baring-Gould's work, from 
ing and calm reflection. The man of the importance of its subject and the 
culture, thought, philosophic cast, is lucid force of its expositions, as well as 
mirrored in the entire argument. The from the closeness of argument and 
book is sound and healthy in tone, copiousness of illustration with which 
It excites the reader's interest, and its comprehensive views are treated, 
brightens the Path of inquiry opened to is entitled to attentive study, and will 
his view. The language, too, is appro- repay the reader by amusement and 
priate, neat, lucid, often happ^, some- instruction.** — Morning Post. 
times wonderfully terse and vigorous.**^ '* Our space warns us that we ate 
— ^ATHENiEUM. attempting in vain to compress into a 
* Mr. Baring-Gould Juts undertaken few columns the contents of a work 
a great and ambitious work. And no which has had few equals for brilli- 
one can deny that he Possesses some ancy, learning, and point in this 
eminent qualifications for this great department of literature. JVe there- 
work. He has a wealth of erudition fore conclude by recommendinsc the 
of the most varied description, espe- volume itself to all students of mind 
daily in those particular regions of and theology.**— Church Timbs. 
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JSiMmttm's Detiottonal Series. 

IN ELEGANT BINDINGS, SUITABLE FOR PRESENTS. 

** 'T^O many persons there is something repulsive in a devotional 
X volume unbound, and Messrs. Rivington have now turned 
their attention to the binding of their Devotional Library in forms 
that, like the books themselves, are neat, handsome, good, and 
attractive. " — TAg Bookseller, 

x6mo. Elegantly printed with red borders. 

£ *. d. 
Calf or Morocco //»*/, blind tooled , . 050 

The same, illustrated with Steel Engravings . 066 

The same, illustrated with a choice selection of 

Photographs . . . . . . 090 

Morocco superior 066 

Russia limp^ gilt cross . . 086 

Russia limp, gilt lines and gilt cross, illustrated with 

A choice selection of Photographs . . . o 12 6 

Turkey Morocco, limp circuit . 076 

Russia, limp circuit . 090 

tIPjie €WmUn Seat* 

Cheap edition, without the red borders. 

FrkuchRoah, red inlaid or gilt outline cross . . 0x6 

The Same, illustrated with Steel Engravings . o a 6 

French Morocco, gilt extra . . . 020 

fS^t 3Itnitatton of (S^WHt is also kept in the above-mentioned styles 
at the same prices. 

TAe other Volumes of " The Devotional Series** via. : — 



€Wcot*ii atM ta:ibou(jibt£( 

Dedottoital 'Btrtl^Tiap ISook 
f^ttbttVa €nff!i0|) Poem0 
aitTi ProderbjS 

^eiEftertiap, tS^o*Dap, anu for (fiber 

Can also be had in a variety of elegant bindings* 
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SamfUHl.fcluttijbrii6i, by 



\KiHG-GouLD, RrUpomBilirf 

Curirmi M^lL . 

4R11KTT, Flovimmbi FtttamU 

Ckariiln'i GuiJt . 



;=vK: 



— (E. H.), YnUrday, t-c. f 

[OP, Notts ffm Cjkurci Oreaja ■ 
HT. Anmraltd Sibil . 

— AiKKialtd Praftr Bath 

— — Cemfiendiffui Bdiliim 
-DicliBHar^iifTAtthey 
Stcli, HtnsUi, Av. , 

— Dirrc/erimH PaitaraU . 



Kn IcCliKrckCatickin 

— HultryiAiiainO . 

— — [.Madtrt,) 
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t and kit Conttmfiarttries 7 
.B, AUumaiuoi Crrid . 
r, J. e.. EofiiiA ffiilffiy 8 
t,W..J'ailJtaMdl.irt . ■ 
and Metiii, Librr Prttum 
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Ckurth BHildtr 

LMW.SBBks/ 

CUrgyCluaitUi ,t»tof. . 
Coles, Geed FriiUf Addnan 
Coa^iamiM la Hit Old TuiamtKl 
CourrOM, Tii CaOclIc Saciifici 

CmseliTV Tl^ugku in Siclmti! 

CoRDBBV, Homt^t riind ! 



ilChn, 



- H^r 



Dwii.Hislttyt/Ei^iaJid . 
Dbntok, <A( iwiflAlolff , 
Dent, Ttilin,gm^e/ti.Sl.!r> 
nn-tthmil BirlMa, Uiak 
Dlttitnaffe/Tktiilegf . 
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KiiTsDN. Dx/riH, of Ihi Crosi 

MarrudLi/i 

BVAHS. Tlu Bitiefrlc 0/ S^h 

FtntbH, A BagraikicalSkiUk 
SpiritMtlLttlirt to Mm 
— le tfamm . . 

Vixt.B.SIuaiiifOUTimfU '■ 
Flitckir, Holf C^mmmiai . 



- TIa Child Simml 

— Study of tin ScriilHrti 



ntandPrwet^t 16, p 






Hymnal, JV™ Milt 



tlOH, TAiCAriiHoHCi* 
ss.Ctnitfm WalcYflti 

us, TAt F<^ BKd tkt Co 



- ThiJdU PynrJ 

- PiranalK.ti^n 



Half SOU . 

Praytr Biah . 

CimvH Catwiiim . 

Hillary {Ancitmfi . 

(AfMlfm) . 

KnitlUaflKitraiam . 



VBUAnVftti IJVUtt, \a\&ot. 



loCArii 



/. Pail 



Si. JolOi It Cluul . 

l-vxjHipiraHm i/He(r Serif. 

LusaT, PUadinpfir Ckriit 

1. ibtr FratoH PAUcanm 

y If S*iriH.al H^iril 
Ea^iA Cadulki;— 



farMug:, 



A KKMKi. _ _ 

Tit Ckralbm Ymr 

Scarbu.TiiS/iri/ 



Tlu Agi and t/u fjasprl 1 



- OU Tulamiil 

- ParKhJal o nd Ocrashr 

- ThiSTy a/ DivetafmcH. 



CanfaU^Ht^fSL Aug^lmi 
TluHiddtH Lifei/UuSea. 
lABoas.Dimiuly cfnar Lar,. 
-*■ --■ EUmtHtx ofRtiigiort 
VtOBeratfSrrmiifis 



— StUctim/nm 

— Sobircu of lit Day 



- Kiy Ib lit Four CsiftU 



LowuBK, SI. Ctsrx^i MiaisH 
Lycurgui, Lifts/AlixoKdrr 



Ommahnev, Thi 



K/,tlx,AHti^uilfCiofGnrce . 
tiAHT, AiKOHl Symni . 

Mapti«ta Vt/u Blaitd 

JlfaitKa!t ejRtligiimi ImtTucliax 
MiDD, Hstathebi Praytr 



J-athburf LiclUTti 

Mbbcibh, Our Meilitr Ckunk 
MoBEitLV, Plam Simmu 
G»al FntyDa,. 



PaiHltd Glaii, StKfy f/ . 
I PasraTi 'riuutike,, StUcllem 

paA"fffpiintis : 

Papvs, Morning NoUs ofPra 

Pbbbaud, LoAi DaytqfPi, 

Gratry .... 
Prmy^t [Henri) Lifi of. 
Phillihorb (SLr R.l EccU,, 
mliiat Jidgmcntt 

BaohafChurckLavi 
PHltPOTTS, HiUfordCmiirm 
Plumptiui. Wordi tflkt Sm 

1/Ged .... 
Pollock, Oulxflki Bad, 
Praytr Back. American . 
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Prayer Book^ Latin 

of Edward VI. . 

Prayers and Meditations 
Prayers for the Sick and Dying 
Priest to the Altar . 
Proby, Ecclesiastes . 
—— Ten Canticles 

Psalter 

PusEY, On the Minor Prophets 
Daniel .... 



PAGB 

2 

2 

22 

35 
5 
i6 
i6 
6 
17 
17 



QuiRiNUS, Letters from Rome 49 



PAGE 

Sickness, Consoling Thoughts . 32 

its Trials and Blessings 35 

SiNCLAiR(Archdeacon), Thirty' 

tufo Years o/the Church • 49 

Skrnr, Alexander Lycurgus . 85 

Skinner, Guide of Life . . 35 

Smith, English Jnstitutions . 85 

(H.), Notes on the Acts 16 

Spiritual Guidance ... 34 

Star of Childhood . • ai 

Stone, Poems .... 89 

Stracey, Sermons on the Psalms 6$ 

Sunday Evenings in the Family 22 . 



Randolph, Notes on Obadiah 1 1 

Revival of Priestly Life . . 79 

Ridley, BibU Readings . . 18 

Rivington's Devotional Series : — 

A J^KMriSt/mitation of Christ 22, 92 

BiCKERSTETH, Yesterday . 88, 92 

De Sales, Devout Life . 29, 92 

Herbert, Poems and Prov. 28, 92 

Wilson, the Lord*s Supper 

Taylor, Holy Living . 

Dying 



28, 92 

29, 92 
29, 92 

30 
25, 92 

31 



Chilcot. Evil Thoughts 

The Christian Year 

The Devotional Birthday Book 

Roberts, Church Memorials . 82 

Rolleston, Mazzaroth . 90 

Romanoff, Historical Nar. . 85 

S. John Chrysos. Liturgy 48 

Greco-Russian Church . 85 

RossBTTi, A Shadow of Dante 89 



Sales, S. Francis de, Life . 79 

Spiritual Letters . 27 

spirit . . . 30 

• Devout Life . . 19, 29, 92 

The Love of God . . 19, 29 

Schoemann, Antiquities of Greece 86 
ScuDAMORE, Notitia Eucharist. 5 

Words to take with us . 32 

ScuPOLi, spiritual Combat . 19 
Self Renunciation ... 24 
Sbwell, Microscope of the Nenu 

Testament . . . 10 
Shipley, Ascetic Library 36 
Shuttleworth, Sermons . 68 
Not Tradition . . 68 



Taylor, Holy Living 

Dying . . 29j 

Testimony of the Stars . 
Treasury of Devotion 
Trelawny, Perranzabuloe, 



Vincent de Paul, Life of S. 
Voices of Comfort 



29, 

31, 



92 

90 
21 

84 



81 
as 



Walton Com. Pray. ofx$^g . 2 
IVay of Life .... 21 
Webster, Syntax and Syno- 
nyms of the Greek Testament 18 
Williams, Devotional Com. : — 

Study of the Holy Gospels 14 

Hartnony of Four Evan . 14 

Our Lord^s Nativity . 14 

Ministry {2nd Year . 14 

(yd Year) 14 

The Holy Week ... 14 
Our Lord's Passion . 14 
Resurrection . 14 

Apocalypse . . 15 

Book of Genesis . 15 

Characters of Old Test. \ 5 

Female Characters 15 

Epistles and Gospels 52 

Wilson (Bishop), Lortts Sup. 28, 92 

(R. F.). ^y. Vin. de Paul 81 

Wordsworth (Bp. Charles), 

Catechesis .... 73 

(Bp. Chr.), Commentary 8 

Greek Testament 8 

Inspiration of the Bible x8 

Miscellanies ... 46 

Words of the Son of God . 34 
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